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PEEFAOE. 



These translations have been the agreeable labor of 
occasional hours of leisure. Several of them have at 
different times, during the last fifteen years, appeared in 
public journals, literary atid religious, and the favorable 
mention made of some of them has induced me to collect 
those which have been published, and to add some others, 
including the Hymn of Hildebert to the Trinity. Of some 
of tJiem, previous translations are numerous and excel- 
lent. 

In making this selection, my aim has been to bring 
logetier such a variety of hymns and topics as should, in 
small compass, exhibit the evangelical faith and character 
of those eminent and devout men, whose light shone so 
purely in that period of Christianity which we call the 
Middle Ages ; tieir ideas of God and his attributes, of 
the Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit ; their knowledge 
of the Scriptures; their exhaustive treatment of their 
topics, and their modes of thought and i 
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simple and unpretentious. I was also especially iniiu- 
enced by a desire to exhibit that oneness of evangelical 
faith, and that Christian imion in the great characteristic 
and essential elements of our holy religion, which enables 
us to acknowledge oui' brotherhood with these sunple- 
minded, cultivated, and sanctified men, who devoted tbeir 
lives to religion as it was presented by the C 
his sacred femily, and their early successors, i 
the heart instead of to the senses, and manifesting itself 
in great but simple and intelligible truths, and not in 
forms and rites, and ceremonies and vestments. I make 
little account of the fact that they may have believed 
something which I cannot believe, and may have used a 
ritual and liturgy whicti I disapprove. I never atop ia 
think that the authors of the "Imitation of Christy" of the 
"Holy Living and Dying," of the "Pilgrim's Progress," 
held to points of foith, and used rites and modes of worship 
different from mine any more than I do that the holy 
apostles themselvet, who ve e th the Lord contm illj 
and Istened to those daly t^'wlmgs iihch drew such 
crowds of heiie's a d who aav all h s m racles were 
even ifter the esurrect on st 11 gnora t of the nature 
ot h s k gdom ot h s sacr facp 1 of b & ^reat salva 

I ike n ip 1 ^ tor thf n pi ind a ral ess 
1 I B tra si tio « It uld h I e 1p s 1 bo ous 



,1 Google 



and diffiealt, to make translations which, to certain fast«s, 
would have been more agi'eeable, and would have seemed 
moi-e poetical— expanded paiaphi'ases— English hymns 
founded upon the Latin ones, intensified by epithets and 
ornamented with imagery. My own taste, however 
found a great charm in the gi-eat simplicity and brevity 
of tie originals, and I preferi'od to ti-auslate those striking 
quaJiiies. I have accordiogly kept the English version 
within the length of the Latin original, aad have en- 
deavored to perform this task, certainly difficult, and 
sometimes said to be impossible, without sacrificing ease 
in versification, oi> the meaning and spirit of the original 
How &r I have succeeded must be left to the j dgn cut 
of others 

In nost cabcs also I ha e al jted the itanza and 
m asureof tleorgn 1 and tl e double Ijmes-mddac 
tjlc tenmato ssoco no v th tl ose Litn 1 jmnolo 
gists I do not aha e the op n on soraet n es e\pressed. 
that n our la ^uage such hj n es a e inconsisto t w th 
the dg f) ga t\ a d te de ess \1 ch naj be ex 
p ssed bj then n Lat and w tho t vh ch sacred 
hj ns ould lose tl e cha acter To this op on per 
1 aps maj be atti butcd he fact, that n tl c E ^ sh 
V rs n of tl e psal ns hj Dr Wa ts there a o no double 
hjnes except tl reo couplef, 1 s t'ajislaton of tho 
I ft ! Ps n a d the e on of Tate and Brady 
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anil of Sternliolil anil Hopkins none, anil that tlie earlier 
translations of the Dies Irm were made in single I'hTine. 
Many of the more recent ones, however, are made with 
double rhymo, and I apprehend that the opinion is now 
general that the true spirit and solemnity of that great 
hymn are hetter exhibited in some of the double rhyme 
translations than they are in any others. When the line 
is trochaic, the troghaic ending preserves, instead of im- 
pairing, the tone and feeling of the lines— which may be 
expressive of any sentiment, however grave or tender. 
Many of the sweetest and most devotional hymns in our 
language, are in double rhyme, and I need refer only to 
the grace and dignity, aa well as tenderness and strength, 
with which "Wesley and Heber and others, use the double 
rhyme, to show the truth of these remarks. I am, 
indeed, by no means certain that the double rhyme may 
not in the end, prove to be the higher and better style of 
versification and rhythm. I incline to the belief that 
there is in it a more gracoful cadence, a more flowing aud 
easy transition, and a more unbroken harmony, than in 
the sometimes crisp and sharp ending of the single rhyme. 
It is surprising that Milton, who used rhyme with ad- 
mirable skill, should speak of it ag the invention of a 
barbarous age, to set off wretched matter and lame metre. 
In the universality of rhyme, as in the further fa«t that it 
is peculiar neither to the rudeness of an eariy and bar- 
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pheface. vii 

barous age, nor ta the over-refined nij^tniutj tf a htL 
and artificial one, but runs through whole hteratuic& v.c 
find its best defence, and the evidence that it lies deep iii 
our human nature, since otherwise so rainy peoples 
would not have lighted upon it, or so inflexiblv mam 
taiiied it; for no people has ever ilopted an accentual 
rhythm without also adopting rhynit which onlj m weak 
and indistinct beginnings makes its first appeirince and 
with advancing refinement, poetical cultnation and per 
fection of language, rises to its hi^hoat excellence It 
has been well said, that rhyme, well manigcd, is one of 
the most pleasing of all inventions for entertaining the 
mind— cons tail tly raising expectation and as often satis 
fying it. The ear anticipates the sound without knowing 
what the sound would express. This expectation and its 
gratification are a constant pleasure different from that 
conveyed by the thought, but almis plj\in^ ibout it, 
and in harmony with it — like music adtming anl intensi 
fying it. It is hardly to be belie\ od that the clissical 
versification could be native or vemac ilai to in^ people 
and it is not more easy to belies e that if it had been 
natural to the Romans, it would ha\e so easilj retired 
before that rhythmical versification nhich supplanted it 
It is worthy of remark, in this connection ihit all those 
peoples, which in our day are spoken of as the Latin ncc 
lo distinguish them from the Gothic ajid Sclavtc rates, 
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have their poetical literature chara^Merized by rhythmical 
and accentual i ersification and by rhjme and tHt tho 
metres of Virs^il and Hoiace and Catullu=i have gi\e 
plaoe to rh-nne and accent even in the Italian peninsuh 

Of some of these hynina (=iome indeed which hai c 
been better transUted bj others) I have made more 
than one tniisKtion Without issigning an\ =;atiifac 
torj rcaaon nhj I t;houId thus be willing to coiuf into 
compirison w th others of establ shed reputation I maj 
sa\ that the rcasm ivh ch would induce me to malit one 
transhtion might well induce me to make several — differ- 
ent tast«s being eratified by various forms of presenting 
the samn thoughts Aa to the translations of the Dies 
Irtp I will also saj that the second in order was published 
many years ago before the thought of using English 
double ih^me for s( serious a purpose, had entered my 
mind The third was afterwards written in double rhyme, 
and finillv the other was the result of an attempt to use 
nothng bit the Gothic-English language, discarding en- 
tirelj the use of Latin derivatives. This one being more 
agreeable to my taste, I have given it the first place. 

All these early Latin hymns were written before the 
inventJon of printing, and copies were often taken down 
from memory or learned from oral tradition, which, doubt- 
less, fiimishes the reason why, sometimes, one or moro 
stanzas are omitted in some copies, and why the anange- 
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nieiit of the slaiizas differs, in different copies of the same 
hyjnn. I have followed what seemed to me the hest 
authority for the text, and I have not hesitated to adopt 
the arrangement of the stanzas which seemed to me the 
most forcible and beautiful. In like manner I have also 
snb'-tituted a word and clanged the arrangement of words 
m i, hne where the ih^thm so plainly demanded it as to 
con [el the belitf thit such was the author's arrange- 

I h-n e prei-edtd most of the hymns with a brief sketch 
cf tie supposed author or a sort of argument of the 
hj mn or brief co nmeulary upon it. I am, however, 
iai fio n behei mg that the authorship of them is thus 
attributed on a ifBcient evidence in all cases. There is 
hardly one that has i ot been attributed, with equal confi- 
dence to more than one author, and there are few of them 
n hose authorsh p can be considered as settled, on evidence. 

A word more as to the thread by which these hymns 
aie here cmnncted — so si ght tl at, p rhapa t n Jit not 
be percG \ od unless t vcre po nted out The Chn&t an 
foith, life and hope lorn ded upon the be ng a d attr 
butes of God the b rth teach ngs suffer ngs death, 
resurrection ascens on i d con e nont on of our Lord 
and the gift of the H Ij Sp r t are exh b ted n the 
order which I have ad pted wl le tl doctr nes of fa th 
and grace and the ipint of devotion, animate the whole. 
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The careful and learned remarks of the Rev. Dr. Wil- 
liams in his " Miscellanies," p. 72, of Dr. Coles in liia 
"Dies Irse," of Dr. Schaff in his "New Stabat Mater," 
of Dr. Neale in his " Mediieval Hymns," and, above all, 
the Preface, Introdaotion, and notes of Archbishop 
Trench in his "Sacred Latin Poetry," are worthy of 
careful study by all who desire to be informed on the 
subject of Latin hymnology, I have read them with 
the greatest interest, and have borrowed much from them, 
as well in this preface as elsewhere, for which I desire 
to make this acknowledgment, because I have almost 
always neglected t« do so in the text of my remarks. 



,1 Google 



TABLE OF H7MN8. 



Alpha el Q, magne Deiis • 
Aslant angehrum chori ■ 
Apparebii repent ina dies magna 
Car mundas milital 
Dies IfCE, dies ilia 
Ecquis binas columhinas 
Gravi me terrore pulsus 
Hceres peccati, natura fiUus ir<z 
Heri mundus exultant 
Jam moesta quiesce querela 
Lauda, Sion, Salvatorem ■ 
Pange, lingtia, gloriosi ■ 
Parendum est, eedendum est 
Portas vestras ceternales 
Si vis vere ghriari 
Stahat Mater dolorosa - 
Slabat Mater speciosa 
Veni, creator Spiritus ■ 
Yeni, sancte Spiritus • 
Yictimx Pasckali laudes 



58 
128 
100 



,1 Google 



Ablwy of St. Victor, 98. 
Adam of St. Victor, IB, 93. 
Aj^nss, Mount St., 121. 
Alplia et Q, Magna Deus, 2. 
Ambrose, 43, 
Angel ehoira on high, 123. 
An heir of Bin, 101. 
Apparebit repontina dies. Si. 
Aquinas, Thomas, 52, 7S, 90. 
Ascension, 80. 

Aatant angelornm chori, 122. 
At the last, the great da_v, 85. 
Beautifiil hia molJier standing, 2 1 
Beautiful mother, 21. 
Bede, 32, 



18. 
, 18. 
Bernttrd, 26. 
Berlin, St., S5. 
Be still the voice, 141. 
Campon, 121, 
Celano, Thomas de, 109 
Charlemagne. 42. 
Christians, raise, "19. 
Classical versification, 74. 
Cliclil«veus, 84, 86. 
Coles, Dr., i. 

Comforter denominated, T. 
Come, thou Spirit, 50. 
Communion, 52, 90, 93. 
Conlemptu Muodi, 26, 28. 
Corona spinea, TO. 
Crown of thorns, 70. 
Crucifixion, 58. 



Cnr miindus militat. IS, 28. 

Cygnus Eispirans, 12J, 132. 

Damiani, 126. 

Day of death, 129. 

Day of judgment, 32, 35. 

Day of threatened wratli, 111. 

Day of wrath, that final day, 116. 

Dayofwratli. 118. 

De die JudiciL 34. 

De die mortis, 127, 129. 

Deventer, 121. 

Dens, 12. 

Dieslrte, 32, 108, MO, 116,118. 

Doctor Aogeiicus, 52. 

Doctor Mellifluus, 4.1. 

Doctor Mellitisaimup, 43. 

Dramatic hymn. 77. 

Dyir^ swan, 133. 

Hasterhymn, 74, 78. 

Ecquis blnas coluiiibinas, 68. 

iCpitaph of Adam, 100. 

Father. 3. 

Father, God, mv God, 3, 

Feckeaham, &S. 

Fidep orthodoxii, 1, 8. 

Frangipani, 75. 

Funeral Hymn, 141. 

Giaoomo, 18. 

Giaeopone, IS. 

God, 13. 

Goethe, 108. 

Grey, Lady Jane. 53. 
Hieres peecati, 100. 



,1 Google 



Hamerken, 121, 

Heaven, 16, 12!. 

Heri mundiia, 102, 

Hermanns, 16, R4. 

HUdeberL I, 2. 

Holy Spirit, 8. 

Ho^ SpErit from .ilio\e. ST, 

Imitation of OirisL liil. 

I must obej, 133. 

In Biequiis, 140. 

Innocent III., Pope, BI. 

Jacobus de Benedict is, IS. 

Jacopone, 18. 

Jam quiosce, 140. 

Joj^ of heaven, 12.1. 

Jadgment, 32. 

Kempia, Thomas A, 121. 

Last Slipper, 62. 

Lavardin, 1. 

LaiidaSionsalvatorcm, 7J.!IO,0; 

Lord's Supper, 90. 

Malabranca, 75. 

Unter dolorosa, 18, 02, On. 

Mater speoiosa, 18, 20. 

Milton, vi. 

Mount St. Agnes, 121. 

Nate Patri coB3qiialis, 1. 

Nativity, 19. 

Neale, Dr., i. 

Notker, 75. 85. 

Oh, liad it the wings, .'j 8. 

Oratio ad Filiiim, 4. 

Oratio ad Patrem, 2. 

Oratio ad Spiritura, i\ 

Oratio sd Trinitatein. 3. 

Over-Tssel, 121. 

Pange lingua gloriosif.iJ, r.l, 9( 

Parendura eet, 132. 

Paradetiis iucreatus, n. 



1, B8. 
75. 



Proses, 74, 75. 
Prudentius. 138. 
Raise the everlastinf; g:;ti 
Heal presence, 53, 91. 
Resurrection. 78. 
Rhyme, v., vL, vii., 16, 76 
Rlljthm, vi., vil, 74. 
Robert II., 75, 84. 
Saeramenl, 62, 80, 91. 
Sehaff. Dr., X " * " 



(, tny tongue, the tlieme, 56. 
oion, 14. 

Si vis vere gloriari, 70. 
Son, 4. 

Spirit^ creative, power divine. 48, 
Spirit, heavenly life, 45. 
Spirit, Holy, 6, 42 to 50, 84 to 87. 
Stabat Mater dolorosa, C2, 99. 
Stabat Mater speciosa, ]8, 10, 30. 
St Agnes, Mount, 121. 
St, Bertin, 85. 
Stephen, 90, 102. 
Thomas Aquinas, 52, 
Thomas of Celano, 1 09. 
Thoma.? ^ Kempis, 121. 
TrauBubstanlJation, 52. 
Trench, i., 26. 
Trinity, I, 2, 132. 
Tiisser, an. 
Urban IV., B2. 

Veni, creator Spiritue, 42. 48, 60. 
Veni, sanetfi Spiritus, 84, 87. 
Vietimffi Pasehali laudes, 74, 78 
VicLir, St., 98. 
Walter Scott, 108. 
Weeping stood his mother, 65. 
Why does the world serve. 29. 
Williams, Dr., i. 
With terror tiiou dost, 1^9, 
Wouldst thy spirit glory, 71. 
Yesteriiaythc world, elated, 10". 
Zion, praise Ihine interceder. 93. 



,1 Google 



,1 Google 



HILDEBERT. 

HiLDEBEEr DB Lavakdin was a Frencliman. He was 
born in 1057 and was educated in the highest scholarship 
and culture of his time, having studied under Beranger 
and St, Hugh of Cluny whose life he wrote. He was 
consecrated Bishop of Mans in 1097, and in 1125 became 
Archbishop of Tours and was one of the great ornaments 
of the French Roman Catholic Church. All the authors 
of that period speak in his praise. It was commonly said 
of him, 

Inolytus et pros! Tereuqae per omata prfmnn 
Hlldebertns olet prorens u&lqne roSBin. 

Hia Hymn to the Tnnity is every way worthy of him. 
It is characterized equally, by harmony and grace and 
by sententious brevity Its fullness and discrimination 
aa a theological essay and its easy and familiar use of 
Scriptural allusion, are quite aa remarkable as its gentJe 
spirit of demotion and its poetical animation, in which it 
has been said to equal the very best productions which 
Latin Christian poetry can anywhere boast 

The Poem has a sort of epic completeness ; its Begin- 
ning—the knowledge of God— Mdes ortkodoxa—iiie true 
creed, as to the Three Persons of the Holy Trinity— ex- 
hibiting their attributes, as the foundation of the Christian 
character; its Middle— the weatness, tie trials and the 
temptations of the Christian life, in its progress to perfect 
trust and confidence in God and assurance of Hia final 
grace ; its End — the joys and glories of the Heavenly 
Home of the blessed. 
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HILDEBERTI HYMNUS. 



ORATIO DEVOTISSIMA 



AD PATREM. 

aifjlia et Q, magne Mtm ! 
Eli! Eli! Bras ratuB,— 
(SujuB bittus, totum jiosst; 
(Hujiis sEnsus, totum hobse ; 
Kujus tsst, Biimmum tonum ; 
(Buius opua, nuictiuft) lontim. 

Supet cuiuta, siitttt cuncta ; 
Eitta cuiicta, intra cuitcta. 

Jntta ciincta, nee intlusus ; 
Eitta cuncia, «a ticlusus ; 
Super cuncta, net elatus ; 
guiiter cuncta, nee suiBttatuB. 

Super totuB, pntsiientio ; 
Sutter totuB, Bustincntio ; 
Eitra totua, complectentio ; 
Jntra totua eB, iinplenJo. 

3ntra, nunpara eoarctaria ; 
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HYMN" OF HILDEBBRT. 



E Three PEnsosa of the most Holt 
Trinity, 



TO THE FATHER, 

Fatter, God, my God, all seeing I 
Alpha and Omega being— 
Thou whose power no limit showeth 
Thou whose wisdom all things knoweth, 
God all good beyond comparing — 
God of love for mortals caring — 

Over, under, all abounding. 
In and out and all surrounding — 

Inside all, yet not included. 
Outside all, yet not excluded, 
Over all, yet not elated. 
Under ^1, yet not abated — 

Thou above — Thy power ordainmg — 
Thou beneath — Thy strength sustaining— 
Thou without — the whole embracing — 
Thou within — Thy fullness gracing. 

Thee within, no power constraineth — 
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HILDEBERTI UTMNUS. 

Eitta, nuniiuatn Jilatatis. 
Super, iiullo susteiitatis ; 
Sutter, nullo fatlgaris. 

flaun»um mobriis, non moberi»; 
S,otum tcuens, non trnerlB ; 
ffismpus rnutans, non mutarls; 
Visa firmans, non bagaris. 
Vis titrtna, btl nccesst, 
^on altetnat tuum esse. 

^eri nostrum, eras et ptftcm, 
Semper titi nune et teem. 
Euum, BeuB, Joiiernum 
^nUibisum, sempiternum ; 
Jn Jot, totum jr^bttisti, 
Eotum simul perfecisti 
ai eicmfilar summs mentis, 
^ormam praestans dementis. 

AD FILIUM. 

jaate, l^atti cotequaUB, 
Matri eonsulJBtantlalis, 
^atris splcnJor, et Bsura, 
jFactor taetus ereatura, 
etarnera nostram inJuisti, 
ffiausam nostram suscepistl. 

Sempitrrnus, temporalis; 
JHotlturus, Iramortalls ; 
VerusSomo, betus SBeus; 
f mpermlrtus ffiomosJieus. 
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HTMN OF HILDEBEET. 5 

Thou witliout, no freedom gaineth — 
Over all, Thee none sustaineth, 
Under all, no burden paineth. 

Moving all, no change Thou knowest — 
Holding fest, Thou freely goest 
Changing time, Thou art unchanging 
Thou the fickle all arranging 
Force and fete whichever showing 
Are but footsteps of Thy going. 
Past and future to us, ever 
Are to Thee but now forever. 
Thy to-day, with Thee abiding 
Endless is, no change dividing — 
Thou, in it, at once foreseeing 
All things, by Thee perfect being, 
Like the plan Thy mind completed, 
When creation first was meted. 

TO THE SON. 

Son, the Father's equal ever, 
From His substance changing never, 
Like in brightness and ia feature. 
Though creator, still a creature. 
Thou our human body worest 
Our redemption too Thou borest 

Endless, still Thy time declaring, 
Deathless, though Thy death preparing, 
Man, and God, divided never, 
Thoii Man-God, unmixed forever, 
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HILDBBEKTI unuNUS. 

jfton conbcraus Jic in catntm, 
^u minutus propttt catnem ; 
feic asfiuraptus tst in Deum, 
ifttc consumptus ptojtet Bcuni ; 
Jatri torapat Icitatc, 
jHiniic cainia tecitate. 
Mns faux tantum Bei, 
IJirao mattt est, srt JBel. 

3n tam notia ligatuta 
gic ntcanne stat natuca, 
Ett consnbn quicquili ccat, 
dfacta quittam i|iioi non crat. 

Jftosttr iste JHrtiatot, 
38tE nostet leais trator ; 
fflitcumcisus, iiaptifatuB, 
(ffruciflius, tuinulatnB, 
©Motmitiit, tt litamiit, 
Kesuttcxit, n aacentit ; 
Sic at calos elebatus, 
JuHicaiit juJicatus. 

AD SPIRITUM. 

^atacIctuB, inc«atus, 
litqut factuB, ntqut natus, 

tatti ronsocs senitoque, 
ic pcocrtrit at utcoque, 
fit Bit minor fjotcBtate, 
JftM iiBctttuB qualitatt. 
@uanti illi, tantus iste ; 
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STMif OF EJLDEBERT. 

God is not to flesh converted, 
Nor by flesh the God perverted — 
God in human form appearing, 
Never human weakness fearing— 
With the Father equal being 
Fleshly weakness disagi-eeing, 
God the God hegetting solely, 
Virgin both conceiving wholly. 

Ill this anion, thus created, 
Both the natures there axe mated, 
Each its own existence taking, 
Both a new existence making. 

He, alone our Interceder, 
Our Lawgiver and our Leader, 
He the law and Gospel heeded, 
To the crass and grave proceeded, 
There He slept and there descended, 
There He rose and then ascended. 
Judged on earth — in heaven He liveth, 
And the world its judgment giveth. 

TO THK HOLT SPIRIT. 
Comforter, denominated, 
Kever born and not created, 
Both the Son and Father knowing- 
Spirit from them both outgoing. 
Thus in power their equal being 
And in quality agreeing, 
Great as tliey, He still i-etnaineth, 
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HILDEBERTI HTMNUS. 

QualES illi, talis iste ; 
JSi (luo illi, M tunc istt; 
©uantum illi, tantura istc. 

JfatEt alter, srt aijntiUro ; 
ilatuB altti, set nasctiilio ; 
Jflamtn, ai i)is ptocrttnlro ; 
Bus sunt nmim, sutsisteirto. 
(I^iiieque ttiiim jilniue Beue; 
Jfton tees tamen Si, set Oeue: 
3tt ijoe Beo, Beo iieeij, 
ifttes et untim assebeeo ; 
Bans usiEe unitatem, 
JEt yecsonis ttinitatein. 

3n petsonis, nulla jtior, 
j^ulla major, nulla minor; 
SIna(|UX(|ue semgier iysa, 
gie est eonstans atque «ia, 
?Jt nee in sc barietur, 
Jlee in ulla transmutetur. 



ffise est files ortfiotroia, 
jion Ijic error sine noia, 
Sieut irieo, sir et erelio, 
iktt in vrabam jartem ee*o : 
JnJe benit, bone Beus, 
jic iesperem, quainbis reus, 
UeuB mortis, non Jespero, 
Set in morte bitam ciutero. 
©no te plaeem, nil prietenHo 
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BYMN OF HILDEBEET. 

All their goodness, he retaineth, 
With them from the first existing, 
All their power in him subsisting. 

Father He begetting showeth, 
Son, from human birth He groweth, 
Spirit, fi:om them both outflowing, 
They are one, the Godhead showing 
Each is God, in fullness ever. 
All are God and three Gods never. 
In this God, true God completing, 
Three in one, are ever meeting. 
Unity in substance showing, 
Trinity in persons knowing. 

Of the persons none is greater, 
Neither leas and neither later, 
Each one still itself retaining. 
Fixed and constant still remaining, 
In itself no variation, 
Neither change, nor transmutation. 

This is true fiiith, for our keeping. 
Error bringeth sin and weeping — 
As I teach it, I believe it, 
Nor for other will I leave it 
Trusting Lord thy goodness ever 
Though I sin, I hope forever. 
Worthy death, but not despairing, 
By my death, my life preparing. 
When I please thee, nothing showing 
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jlisi fCstm (luam ostcnlro. 
jFliicm blircs,— Ijanc imploto, 
a.Eba (ascem 5110 lalioco ; 
^Et i)oc sacrum cataplasina 
(ffonbaltscat atatura jlasma. 

JBitca yoctam iam belatum, 
3am tmUntem, tumnlatum, 
Vitta llgat, lapis utjEt ; 
Sti si iutES, i)ic resutaet. 
3iit)E! lapis ttbolbctut, 
juic! bitta Jirampnut;— 
JEiiturus nescit moras, 
IPosKiuam clamas "JEii foras!" 

3n Joe salo, mta ratis 
Jnftstatur a piratis : 
?^i«c assultus, inbc fluctus; 
J^iiic ci inJr, mors rt luclus; 
Srt («, t)onr nauta, brni; 
^Jtemi btntos, mars Irai; 
,#ac aisccOant til pirata', 
Mm aJ pottum, salba ratr. 

3n((Ecunira mea ficus ; 
fflujus ramus, ramus sirens, 
.Snciietut, inccnbetur. 
Si promulaas quob merctur. 
Srt ijoc anno Jimittatur, 
Sterrorrtur, foJiatur; 
©nob si nertnm responbtbit,— 
JFlens ioc loquor,— tunc arbcWt. 
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HYMN OF HILDEBERT. I I 

But the fiiith on Thee bestowing. 
Hear my prayer, my faith perceiving, 
From my buixlen, me relieving — 
Here, my sickness now revealing, 
Let Thy med'cine be my healing. 

Now, without the city taken, 
Dead, oifensive and forsaken, 
Grave clothes bind, the stone confineth — 
At Thy word the grave resigneth — 
Speak I the stone away is rolling — 
Speak [ the shroud no more controlling — 
When " Come forth" Thy summons sayeth, 
Then at once the dead obeyeth. 

On this sea of troubles resting 
Pirates are my bark infesting — 
Strifes, temptations, billows sweeping, 
Everywhere are death and weeping. 
Come, Good Pilot, calm proclaiming. 
Hush the winds, tbe billows taming. 
Drive these pirates to their hiding, 
Safe to port my vessel guiding. 

My unfruitfui fig tree growing, 
Dry and withered branches showing, 
Should'st Thou judge, the truth discerning^ 
Thou would'st give unto the burning — 
But another season bless it, 
Dig about it. Lord, and dress it, 
If it then no fruit returaeth, 
I will praise Thee while it burnetii. 



,1 Google 



HILDEBERTI HTMNUS. 

Vttm iiostls in mc (utif, 
aqulB mctsat, dammia utit; 
JnSt languens, ct affllctus, 
Eiti soil sum telictus. 
St InfitmuB conbalcatat, 
&t !)ic ijostia ebaiiEscat, 
Eu bittuttra jtjunairti, 
3BES infirmo, tee ocantri; 
l&n !)i5t luo, (ftjtisto ttste, 
JLltetatot ab Ijac pcste. 
ai) Jac pestt Bolbe mmtem, 
.-jFac Jcbotum, {itenUmtein; 
Ba tlmocem, (|ud vcojecta, 
JBc BalutE nil conjecto; 
3Sa fiJcm, Bpem, catitafem; 
3Ba iristtttam pictatem; 
3Ba contemiifnm trctenorura, 
api)ttifum 6U|)icnotum. 

Eotum, ffltiis, in tt Bjeto, 
3SCU6, ra tt totum ((usto;— 
Ell (auB nwa, meum bonum; 
Mta cuncta tuura lionum. 
Ell Bolamcn in latote; 
MtBkamen in langiiott; 
En in luttii mca Ista, 
En lenimen tB in ita; 
En in artto libetatot; 
Eu in lajBn telrtafot: 
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HYMN OF HILDEBERT. 

Me the Evil one possessing, 
Flames and floods by turns oppressing, 
Feeble, sick and helpless lying, 
To thy grace, my soul is flying. 
That my weakness all may vanish. 
Thou the evil spirit banish. 
Teach me Lord, my weakness staying, 
Grace of fasting and of praying, 
This alone, the Savior telleth. 
Such a demon e'er expelletk 
Thoa my sickened sense restoring — 
Faith and penitence imploring — 
Give me fear which, once ejected, 
Leaves salvation all perfected. 
Faith and hope and love conferring, 
Give me piety, nnerring. 
Earthly joys forever spuming, 
Heavenward still my footsteps turning. 

God, in Thee, aU things desiring. 
From Thee, every thing requiring— 
Thou my praise, my good abiding. 
All I have. Thy gift providing— 
In fatigue, Thy solace feeling. 
In my sickness. Thou my healing, 
Thou, my harp, my grief assuaging, 
Thou who soothest all my raging. 
Thou who freest my enthrallmg. 
Thou who raisest me when falling, 
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Wotum jtaestaB in proitttu; 
Sfiem constrtias in Hcftctu ; 
Si plB Islit, tu ttpeniris; 
Si minatuc tu JeftnJis; 
(Siiotr eei anceys, tu )ii»solbi»; 
©uoS ttgtnirain, tu inboibia. 

Eu inttaw int non sinaa 
3nfttnalcs offitinas, 
rati matot, uti mctus; 
SEMfetot, uMttetus; 
?St)l piotta Jitttgnntut, 
aiM tci contuniiuntut, 
ai)i tortot Btmptt cilcnB, 
gliii bettnis scmpn rtrtns; — 
JlSlii totum i)oc jnennt, 
©uia jttpEB mtirB gcljennsc. 

We ttteptet Sion ilia, 
Sion, Babi* uttis ti:an(|uilla, 
(ftujuB tabtt, auctot lucis; 
ffluius portsE, lignum ctucis; 
(srujus clabes, lingua ^|ettl; 
(llujus cibtB, stm^tx laMi; 
ffiujuB inuci, lapiB bibuB; 

fflUJUB CUBtOB, iStl ftBtibUB. 

jn l)ac utbt, lux BOltmnis; 
Vtt sternum, pai (urenniB; 
3n iiac, oiot implpnB cotloB, 
jn Ijac, Bcmptt fcBtum mtloB. 
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BTMIf OF SJLDEBERT. ' 

'Tis Thy grace my footsteps guideth 
Strengthening hope, when it subsideth. 
None would hurt, but Thou forefendest, 
Who may threaten, Thou, defendest, 
"What is doubtfiil, Thou revealest, 
"WTiat is myst'ry, Thou eoncealest 

Never, Lord, with Thy permission, 
Let me enter in perdition. 
Where is fear and where is wailing, 
Shame and weeping unavailing, 
Every loathsome thing displaying. 
In confusion, disarraying, 
Where the fierce tormentor lieth, 
And the worm that never dieth, 
Where this endless woe, infernal, 
Maketh death and hell eternal. 

Let me be in Sion sav^d, 
Sion, peaceful home of David, 
Built by Him, the light who maketh. 
And the cross for portals takett — 
And for keys the welcome given 
By tke joyful saints in Heaven — 
Walls of living stone erected, 
By the Prince of joy protected — 
Where the light, that God is sending. 
Endless spring and peace are blending. 
I'erfiime, every breeze is bearing. 
Festive strains the joy declaring. 
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ilon est iiii cottupttia, 
Jion irtftctus, non quccela, 
lion mlnuti, non StfotmcB,— 
ffimnes ffljristo sunt conformts. 

JStts ralcstlg! urts tjEata! 
Sujjft ptttam collocate ;— 
WiXia in poctu satis tiilo, 
Be longinquo, tc saluto;— 
5Ic saluto, te suspito, 
Ec affccto, tc rcnuico. 

©uantum tui gratulantur, 
©uain (cstibc conblbantut; 
©uis affcctus cos strinjat, 
aut ((uas gcinina inucos pinjat, 
©uls ctjalction, ((uis jacBntljus,— 
i^otunt illi qui sunt tntus. 

Jn platds j)U(US urtis, 
Sociatus yiis tuctia, 
«tum iHojiBC ct Elija 
^pium cantcm fflallcluia! 
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HYMN OF UILBEBEUT. 

No comiption there appeareth, 
None defect, or sorrow feareth, 
None deformed or dwarfed remaining, 
All the form of Christ retaining. 

Heavenly City I happy dwelling 1 
Built upon that stone excelling. 
City safe in heavenly keeping 
Hail ! in distant glory sleeping ! 
Thee I hail, for thee am sighing— 
Thee I love, for thee am dying. 

How thy heavenly hosts are singing— 
And their festive voices ringing — 
What the love their sonls conforming — 
What the gems the walls adorning— 
Chalcedon and jacinth shining 
Know they all, those walls confining. 

In that City's glorious meeting, 
Moses and Elias greeting — 
Holy prophets gone before us — 
Let me sing the heavenly chorus. 
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JACOBUS DE BENEDICTIS. 



Jacobus de BenedictiSi sometimea called Giacomo 
da Todi, sometimes Giacomo de Benedetti, but more fre- 
quently Giacopone, or Jacopone, was an Italian lawyer, 
of the noble family of the Benedetti, at Todi. The sudden 
death of his wife at the Theatre, impressed him so power- 
fully, that he abandoned his successful practice of the 
law, sold what he had and gave it to the poor, and joined 
the then young and popular order of the Franciscans and 
devoted himself to a life of religious austerity. He was 
exU-avagant and, if not insane, was sometimes ridiculous 
in his conduct — in the language of his epitaph "Stultus 
propter Christum." He attacked with great severity the 
priestly abuses of his time, for which he suffered a living 
martyi-dom, in the prisons of a bad pope, from which he 
was finally released. The date of his birth is unknown. 
He died on Christmas day, 1306, at a great f^e. 

The three poems which I have embraced in this volume, 
as his, the Maler Speciosa, the Mater Dolorosa and the 
Car Mundus, if correctly attributed to him, fully estab- 
lish his rank as a poet of the greatest merit — and one of 
them, the Slabat Mater Dolorosa, has beeu admired be- 
yond any other Latin Hymn, except the unapproachable 
Dies IriB. Tho Mater Speciosa, is here placed before the 
Mater Dolorosa, not because I suppose with Dr. Neale that 
it was the first written, as I do not, but because, in the 
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JACOBUS DE BENEDICTIS. 1 9 

arrangement which Ihave adopted, a Hymn of the Nativity 
should precede one of the Passion. If it hsid stood alone, 
or even had it been the first written, it would not have 
been left to our daj to announce its beauties. It seems 
to me to bear to the Mater Dilorosa, something like the 
relation of a copy to an onginal and thus the excellence 
and freshness of the original ma\ have kept outofslghtthe 
copy, with all its merit, untd recent discovery has placed 
it by the side of its more distmguished sister — if indeed 
they be by the same author It is not impossible that the 
original of the two maj ha^e been written by one of the 
eminent men, earlier than Jacopone, to whom it has been 
attributed and that the other was but a later imitation. 

Those early monks and priests who were really devoted 
to religion for its own sake and who lived ages before tlie 
art of printing, had but few books and of those the Bible 
was the chiei; and their study of it gave them the famili- 
arity with its sacred words, which is so conspicuous in 
their writings. In this poem, Jacopone while he fully per- 
ceives and presents the poetical character of the scene, 
weaves into his verse, even more than in the Mater 
Dolorosa, all the striking incidents which the Sacred 
Record details as part of the wonderful story, and all are 
enlivened by touches of nature which are as charming as 
they are truthful. 

I am indebted to an interesting article, by Dr. SehafT, 
under the title " A New Stabat Mater" in the " Hours at 
Home" for May 1867, for my first sight of this poem. 
It contains a translation by Neale. 
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STABAT MATER SPECIOSA. 



gfatiaf Watte sptciosa 
3uita fenum gaujriosa, 

3Bum iacclia( tiathulus — 
<Ciiiu» animam gauHentem, 
S,aetatiuntam at teibentem, 

$ertcan«ibit juiilne. 
© quam tela ct fieata 
dFult tatc Immaculata, 

jHa«« aiiigtnW! 
©us jaiiSrtat tt rUttat, 
JBiuItabat, cunt bitrciat 

j^ati pactum inclsti. 
ffiulB jam est, (itti non gaulnet 
ffiljcisti mattcm si blbctct 

3n tanto solatia? 
©uis non ))oeect collxtati, 
fflttisti mattcm contcmplacl, 

EuOcntcm cum Slio ? 
9ta {icccatis mx genfis, 
(Bjltistum biiit cum iumcntiB 

iEt alBOti subHitum— 
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BEAUTIFUL MOTHER BY THE MANGER 



Beautiful, his mother, standing 
Near the stall — ^her soul expanding — 

Saw her new-hom lying there — 
In her soul, new joy created, 
And with holy love elated, 

Eapture glorifying her. 
She, her Grod-hegotten greeting. 
Felt her spotless bosom beatii^, 

With a new festivity — 
Holy joy, her bosom warming — 
Radiant smiles her face conforming — 

At her Son's nativity. 
Who could fail to see with pleasure, 
Christ's dear mother, without measure 

Such a joy expressing there — 
Thus a mother's care beguiling, 
Thus beside the manger smiling, 

Her dear Son caressing there? 
For the trespass of his nation, 
Suffering now humiliation. 

Chilling with the cattle there — 
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Viait suum tulttm natum, 
tragicntcm, airoramm, 

Uili DibttBorio. 
SMa ffltiriBto in ))ristjc, 
fflojli cibcs tanunt Iwe 

(Bum immcnso pujiio— 
Stabaf sfiiEi cum pnella, 
j^on cum bcclio net loiiucia, 

Stupraccutes coctrituB. 
Eia mattt, funs amoris, 
Mt Btntiic blm artotis, 

jFat utttcum Btntiam! 
jFac uf arteat cot mcum 
Jn ainatum ffltitistum Scum. 

St Biii complaceam. 
Sauna matte, istuJ agas, 
Intone intcoiucas jlagas 

ffloclii fiiUB balitrc. 
iUnt uati ccclo lapBt, 
Jam irignati fomo nasci, 

$(cnaB mccum tibite. 
jFac mc bctc conaauiere, 
JcBuUno coiiiccctc 

JBoncc ego bixcco. 
3u mc glstat arlot tui— 
^Juttitto fat mc ftui 

Sum Bum in ciilio. 
Jgunc actoccm tac communem, 
jjc mc (acias immuncm 

at ijoc ScsiSctio. 
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THE BEAUTIFUL MOTHER BY THE MANGEli. ^3 

Wise men knelt where Ke was lying, 
Still slie saw her dear one crying, 

In a cheerless tavern there. 
Saviour, cradled in a manger ! 
Angels hail the heavenly stranger, 

In their great felicity^ — 
Virgin and her hnshand gazing. 
Speechless, saw the sight, amazing, 

Of so great a mystery. 
Fount of love, beyond concealing ! 
May the love which thou art feeling, 

Fill my heart, unceasingly — 
Let my heart like thine be glowing — 
Holy love of Jesus knowing, 

And, with thee, in sympathy. 
Holy mother, for him caring. 
Let the ills thy Son is bearing, 

Touch my heart, indelibly — 
Of thy Son, from Heaven descended, 
In a stable, born and tended. 

Share with me the penalty. 
With thee, all thy love dividing, 
Be my soul in Christ abiding. 

While this life enehaineth me. 
May thy love, my bosom warming, 
Make my soul to his conforming. 

While exile detaineth ma 
Let my love with thine still blending, 
Be for Jesus never ending. 
Nothing e'er restraining me. 
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V'a^o biijliium piTOlara, 
WHji iain iion si» amava, 

dTac me patbum rapnt, 
,lFac at julctitum (anttm joitrai, 
©Ml iiasKiHro bicit motttm 

folcns bltam trabett. 
jFac mc ttram satlati, 
iHato me inrtriati, 

Stanttm in ttiiraSio. 
Jnflatnmatus « acccnsuB, 
©bBtuptscit omnfe stnsus 

Slali Jc coinmctcio. 
©mnes stabulum amaiitcs, 
El tastotcs biailaiHCB 

|)ctno«antEB sociant. 
Pet bittutcm nati tui 
©ta at decti Bui 

as jattiam beniant. 
JFac TOE nato cuBtnbiii, 
Vnta mzi f rsEmunitl, 

fflonsttbati Btatla— 
©uanbo cmtiUB motiwut, 
JFac at anitne; bonetuc 

Sai nati biBio. 
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Virgin, first in virgin beauty ! 
Let me share thy love and duty — 

Clasping, with fidelity, 
That dear child, who for us liveth, 
By Ms birth, for death, who giveth 

Life and immortality. 
With thee, let me, thrilled with pleasure, 
Feel his love, beyond all measure, 

In a sacred dance with thee — 
With a holy zeal excited. 
Every ravished sense dehghted 

In a holy trance with thea 
All who love this sacred manger. 
Every watching shepherd stranger, 

All, at night, who come with him — 
By thy Son's dear intercession, 
May his chosen take possession 

Of his heavenly home with him. 
By thy holy Son attended — ■ 
By the word of God defended — 

By his grace forgiving me— 
When my mortal frame is perished. 
May my soul, above be cherished — 

Thy dear Son receiving ma 
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DB CONTEMPTU MUNDI. 

COR MUNDUS MILITAT. 

This poem is but an expansion of this gospel truth, 
" All flesh is as grass and all the gloiy of man as the flower 
"oF grass. The grass witheroth and the flower thereof 
" fiideth away, but the Word of the Lord endureth for- 
"ever." It is now generaJIy attributed to Jacopone 
(an(e, p. 18). "Up to a tew years since it was as gen- 
erally attributed to St. Bernard. Tnsser translated it three 
hundred years ago, calling it "St. Barnard's Verses." 
Ho however gives but eight stanzas, omitting the fourth 
and the tenth, and they are not arranged as they are in 
the copy given by Trench. Daniel arranges the stanzas 
in still another manner and omits the third. I Jiave cop- 
ied fi-om Trench, but have adopted still another arrange- 
ment, as better exhibiting the spirit of the poem. I have 
also ventured to transpose two words for the sake of the 
rhythm, reading J/ajw eredendam est, instead oiGreden- 
dum magis est. Omissions, errors in arrangement, and 
false notions of authorship, could not fail to be common, 
before the art of printing, especially in small poems, 
whicli passed from one to another by oral repetition and 
by manuscript copies, made often by persons who had 
neither skill nor care in copying. 

The following is Tusser's translation: 
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" Why so triumplis the World, in pomp and glory vain. 
Whose state so happy tiought, so fickle doth remain ? 
Whose bravery so slippery stands, and doth so soon 

decay, 
As doth the potter's pan, compact of brittle clay. 
More credit see thoa give, to letters wrote in ice. 
Than unto vain deceits, of brittJe world's device. 
In gifts to virtue due, beguiling many one, 
Yet those same never have, long time to hope upon. 
To false dissembling men, more trust is to be had. 
Than to the prosperous state of wretched world so bad. 
What with voluptuousness, and other maddish toys, 
False studies won with pdn, false vanities and joys. 
Tell where is Salomon, that once so noble was ? 
Or where now Samson is, in strength whom none 

could pass ? 
Or worthy Jonathas, that prince so lovely bold? 
Or fair Absalom, so goodly to behold? 
Shew whither is Caasar gone, that conquered far and 

near? 
Or that rich famous carl, so given to belly cheer? 
Shew where is Tully now, for eloquence so fit ? 
Or Aristoteles, of such a pregnant wit? 
O thou fit bait for worms I thou great heap of dust 1 
dew I vanity I why so extoH'st thy lust ? 
Thou therefore ignorant, what time thou hast to live. 
Do good to evety man, while here thou hast to give. 
How short a feast (to eoimt) is this same world's re- 
Such as men's shadows be, such joy it brings to town, 
Which always plucketh us from God's eternal bliss. 
And leadeth man to hell, a just reward of his. 
The bravery of this world, esteemed here so much. 
In Scripture likened is to flowers of grass and such, 
Like as the leaf so light, which wind abroad doth 

blow, 
So doth this worldly life, the life of man bestow." 



,1 Google 



DE CONTEMPTU MUNDI. 



(Sue tnniilue militat sut bans glacis, 
(Su)UB ptospeiitiis est transifotia ? 
3ain cito latitat tins jiotenfia, 
©uara basa figuli, unm sunt ftagilla. 

$lus Ste litetisi sccbtis in glacie, 
©uam munii ftaailiB bans (allaciit, 
jFallai in ptsmiisi, bittutis specie, 
©ui nunciuam ))atuit tempns fiiucis, 

Musis cttJcnlrnm est bitis tallacitus, 
(Quam mitntri raisecis ptospetitatibus, 
jFalsis insaniis et banitatitus, 
iFatsis(|ue stubiis et boluptatibus. 

Knt clati ptoceccs, tot return spatia, 
Eot Ota ptaesuluin, tot tegna fortia, 
JTot niuniii ptincipes, tanta potentia, 
3n ictu ocuU, tlautuntut omnia. 

Bie, visi Salomon, olim tarn nobilis, 
IJel ui)i Samson est, Dui Inbincibilis, 
ITel pulrtet absalom, bultu mitatlKs, 
Vtl itulciB Sonattas, maltum ainatllls? 
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CONTEMPT OP THE WORLD. 



Why does the world serve tHe glory it cherisheth, 
Since its prosperity all surely perisheth, 
Passing away with its strength and ability, 
Quickly as pottery, with its fragility ? 

Think that a record on ice may be permanent, 
More than the fallacies under the flrmament, 
False in rewards, without virtue or verity, 
Never the world hath a time for sincerity. 

Par better trust men of falsehood, deceiving thee, 
Than the vain world that forever is giving thee 
Pleasures that vanish and foolish insanities, 
Studies dehiaive and perishing vanities. 

Nobles and prelates, in all ages flourishing — 
Pride and dominion and vainglory nourishing — 
Kings of the earth, with their power and stability- 
All, at a glance, show the end of nobility. 

Where now is Solomon, learned and glorious ? 
Where now is Samson, so strong and victorious ? 
Where, too, is Absalom, princely and beautiful? 
Jonathan, loving and lovely and dutiful? 
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©110 fflssat aWit, crisiis imptrio, 
Vd Bibts BplciiiriiiuB, totus in iirairtio? 
Bit, uti nullius, clatuB eloquio, 
UeI atistotcles, sumnms IngEiiio ? 

©uam tttbE ftstum est i)itc muiiiji alotia ! 
ra* iimtita tiommis, sic ejus gaulri^, 
©lis Bimptt suiittaljuiit «ttna praraia, 
Et liucuttt JominEm ajr Irata ifbia. 

I® esca branium ! © massa pnlbctis ! 
© toB, © banitas, nit sic eitolltris ? 
jlBiiotanB pEiiltuB, uttum etas biittis, 
JFac boiium omnitiUB, quamiiiii jjotetis. 

ffiitc cariiis gloiia, ciui tanti pensitut, 
Sactis in litttis, floB teni Wcitut— 
8It ItbE folium, ((nob bcnto tapitut, 
Sit blta Ijominis luci B«bttaf)itui. 

jail tuum JiitriB ([uo* pottB nttJtrt, 
©nob inunbus ttibuit, inteniit laptrt— 
Snpttna cojita, tot sit in ittftett, 
Jf tlii, qui potuit munbum tonttiniittt ! 
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Whei'e now is Cgesar, so proud and imperious? 
Dives the sumptuous, rich and luxurious ? 
Say, where is Cicero, famous and eloquent? 
Where Aristotle, in genius preeminent? 

World of vainglory, a vanishing festival 1 
How like the shadows pass pleasures terrestrial ! 
Robbing the soul of its hopes and its purity — 
Leading man on to a woeful futurity. 

Food of the worm I Here thy dust is the most of 

thee! 
Vanishing dew-drop I why do they boast of thee 1 
Ignorant soull thy to-morrow may perish thee, 
Then, while thou canst, do the good that may cher- 
ish thee. 

Piide of the flesh, which thou thinkest so dearly of! 
Flower of the grass, which the Word speaketh 

clearly of 1 
Like the dead leaf; which the autumn wind scat- 

tereth, 
So passeth life, with the vain hope that flattereth. 



Call nothing thine, which so quickly may break 

away; 
What the world giveth, it meaneth to take away ; 
Think on the skies, set thy heart on eternity- 
Happy, despising this world of infirmity! 
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THE DAY OF JUDGMENT. 



This old alphabetic poora is of a very oarly period, at 
least as early as the seventh century, being referred to 
by Bedo, who died early in the eighth eenturj-. The 
author's name has been lost in the ages. 

It is more properly narrative than lyrical, and lacks 
polish and grace; but this is more than made up by ita 
aimplicity and solemnity. Having been written before 
the Dies Irm, it has been supposed to have suggested that 
majestic and solitary hymn, but with slight reason. The 
topic and the scene are different, as well as the instruc- 
tion and the spirit of the whole piece. That ia but the 
natural and agonizing expression of penitence and prayer 
by an individual sinner, in view of the awful solemnities 
of the final day of wrath. This is a noble, simple and 
trusting paraphrase of the 29th and 30th verses of the 
24th chapter of Matthew and of the 31st to the 45th 
verses of the 25th chapter, which contain a striking 
account of a trial at the Judgment— the organization of 
the court, the summons, the complaint, the trial, the judg- 
ment, the execution, so circumstantially and solemnly 
reported by the Judge Himself, that it is impossible to 
doubt that it was intended to convey to us a lively and 
instructive representation of the circumstances and man- 
ner of the final Judgment, and, in the most forcible man- 
ner, to teach us, as His life had done, that when He shall 
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come to judge every man according to his works, it will 
be a life of goodness and love of Christ, which will be the 
test of pui'e religion and undefiled before God and the 
Father. 
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DE DIE JUDICII. 



appatrtit xiftntivi Jits magna Bominf, 
Sn oiscuca belut nocte improbisos oc= 

cupans. 
Bttbis totus fuiit patEtit pristi luiua 

fflotum Bimul cum tlateWt ptmtmsst 

(ffilanaot tuts pre quatttnas tens plas 

gas concincns, 
TJibos una mortuoscitte «t!ittB(o eiet obs 

biam. 
IBccriEgtlJutraatct.majfstattfulgftus, 
ffllatis angtiotum riiociB coraitatug aJts 

tit. 
JBrubesm ortis lunff, sol bcl otBcuta= 

bitut, 
Stells cairsnt pallESCciitEB, muniri tttmet 

aintituB— 
jFlamma ignis anttitit iuBti bultum 

JubiciB, 
ffliElum, tcttas, n ptofunJi auctus ponti 

bebocans. 
(BIoriosuB in Bublimi Jftti Brttliit Bolio, 
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THE DAY OF JUDGMENT. 



At tte last, the great day of the Lord shall arise, 
As a thief in the night, to dismay and surprisa 
Then how transient will seem all the pleasurea of 

earth, 
When the end of all time shall be past, like its 

birth— 
When the trumpet shall call from all quarters 

below. 
Both the quick and the dead to the judgment to go. 
From hia heavenly palace, majestic and bright, 
Shall the Judge, with Eia angels, come glorious in 

light, 

While the sun shall be dark and the moon be like 

blood, 
And the stars fede and fall, and earth shake like a 

flood. 
From the face of the Judge shall the flame of his 

ire, 
All the air and theearth and the sea, hum with 

fire. 
And the King shall then sit on his throne in the 
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angelorura ttemclranlia citciimsfainiitt 

asmina. 
Jgvius omnea ai fitcti collcgratuc *ci= 

ttiam, 
$cabi ^a.'amt a slnisttis, <)a)ri belut ((Cs 

tiiii— 
Sta ijicef JSei a* trcwtOB, wgniim cili 

eumite, 
^atet ortis (uolr jiacabit anti omnt ««= 

culum. 
IKatitatt qtii ftatirna ntf juliigtig jaus 

Catitatig nunc mEtceirem rtportatt lb 

bites. 
Jlatti iricfnt ©uanjo, ffiijtistt, paupncra 

tc bitrimus, 
STe, Uti magnt, bel tgcnttm mistcatl 

iubimus, 
JSlagnuB illis Jim Sujrti— (Bum jubistlB 

Ijaupnem, 
f^anem, bomum, bestem bantce, me jus 

bietifi jiumlUs. 
fi,tt tatbabit n siniettis Iii(|ui iuetue Ecs 

bittt— 
Sn gdjcnnx, malebicti, Sammae liinc 

liBCrtiitt, 
©bsectantem me aubirtlespeilBtfe men; 

bicum, 
jftuJro besttra non irrtlBtis, ntaUiiBtiB 

lansuibutn. 



,1 Google 



THE DAT OF JUDGMENT. 37 

And all of His angels stand worshipping by. 

To His right His elect He shall call by His 
grace, 

While the wicked, like goats, on the left He shall 
plaea 

Then to those on His right hand the King shall 
declare, 

" Take the kingdom my Father for you did pre- 
pare — 

For 'twas when I was poor that your love gave me 
aid — 

From the riches of love your reward now is 
made." 

Then the righteous shall ask, "When, oh Lord, 
did we bless 

Thee, our heavenly King, or relieve Thy dis- 
tress?" 

And the Judge shall reply, " When the poor ye did 
heed, 

Giving shelter and clothing and bread for their 
need," 

And to those on His left shall the Just Judge pro- 
claim, 

"Ye accursed, depart to unquenchable flame; 

Ye despised me when I for your alms did im- 
plore, 

Being sick and forsaken and naked and sore" 



,1 Google 



J 8 DE oiE yuDicn. 

^Eccatmes Stent— (tttitistt, quaiilro tt btl 

*au))frtm, 
Ec JSra magnt bcl infitmum conlcm= 

plantfB siJttbimus 1 
©uitua contra 3mrra alius— JtttnJicanti 

Huamiiiu 
ffipcm Uvct lespwistis, ntt Bptebistis 

Imptoli. 
JSrtto ruent turn injtisti ignts in jetprts 

uos, 
Uremis nuotnm non motlttnt, flamma 

nee ceetinguitnc, 
gatan atco cuin ministtiB ciuo tenctut 

carcete, 
jFIetus uJi mujituspc Btrftiint omncB 

tientitiiB. 
Cunc filrfes ai crelcBtm BUBtoIIcntnt 

pattiam, 
ffiijoroB inttt angelonim rcgiii pettnt 

^autia, 
attiiB Buinmae ffitauBaleni introiiiunt 

gloriam, 
TJeta luciB atqut jacis in pa tnlgtt 

bisio. 
Xristum JStgtm, jam patttna clatltate 

B|)IraliUram, 
81I)i ctlsa teatocum contemplantut ag= 

tnlna. 
SJiti ftatibtB ttgo cabc, inStniaiitcB suis 

leba, 
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And the wicked shall say, " Lord, oh when did we 

spurn 
Thee, King, and away from thy poverty 

turn 7" 
" This to me ye have done," then the great Judge 

shall say, 
" When the poor ye despised and from him turned 

away." 
And then hack shall they rush to the flames that 

arise. 
Where the Are is not quenched and their worm 

never dies — 
Where the devil is bound in his prison be- 
neath — 
Where are weeping and giwaning and gnasHng of 

teeth. 
Then the faithful shall rise to their heavenly 

home, 
In the joys of the kingdom with angels to 

roam, 
They shall enter the bliss of the city of God- 
Where the visions of peace and of light shine 

abroad — 
Where the throngs of the blessed Christ Jesua 

adore. 
As He shineth in glory His Father before. 
Shun the wiles of the serpent, give aid to the 

weak, 
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^"^^Mm-"^' f»iBE IUXU8, at bis astca 

%ma. Clara castitatis lumtos nunc ac= 

cmgetc, 
3n occursum magni JScgis fcr artantcB 

iam])a)ies. 
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Flee thy worldly desires, if the skies thou wouldat 

seek. 
And begird up tliy loins, with a zone pure and 

white ; 
Be prepared for the King, with tLy lamps burning 

bright 
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VENI, CREATOR SPIRITUS. 



This Htmn has always been hold in the highest esti- 
mation as an invocation of that Creative Spirit which 
gives the birth of a new spiritual life. " That which is 
born of the spirit is spirit." From its use as a prayer for 
the regeneration of the new birth it passed easily into 
use, in the Roman Catholic Church, as an appointed song 
for those sacred and solemn occasions where the blessing 
of the Spirit is invoked upon one about to enter upon a 
new life, in which the divine aid is especially necessary, 
as in the ordering of priests, the consecration of bishops 
and archbishops, and the coronation of kings and popes. 
It is also used as a Pentecostal hymn. There is a 
translation of it in the Book of Common Prayer of the 
Episcopal Church, in the Form for ordering priests. It is, 
however, more properly a paraphrase thaji a translation^ — ■ 
the seven stanzas of the original being expanded into 
sixteen. 

Its authorship is commonly attributed to Charlemagne, 
who died in the year 814. I adopt, however, the opmion 
of Trench, that it is certainly older than the time of that 
great monarch. Judging from internal evidence alone, I 
should not hesitate to ascribe it to St. Ambrose, who 
died in 397. I give but little importance to the ascrip 
tion of it to Charlemagne. It may very well be but one 
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of (he many examples of the facilitj- with which opinions 
on such matters, once expressed, even without evidence, 
are repeated until they ai'e generally helieved, no one 
taking the trouble to inquire into their foundation. The 
high character and various talents of St. Ambrose — 
" Doctor Mellifiuus et Melliirssimns," as he was called — 
caused to he attributed to him many hymns of great an- 
tiquity, of which he was finally believed not to be the 
author, the effect of which was to make many believe 
that there are no hymns which can with certainty be said 
to be bis, and I know of no authority for saj-ing tiat this is 
his. Except as a matter of literary history, it is of 
little importance who was the author. The merit of the 
hymn is in itself alone. Its comprehensiveness and 
brevity, its simplicity and beauty, its gentle spirit of trust 
and devotion, and its earnest directness of expression, 
mark it as tie production of a great and practised writer 
and a devout Christian, studiously familiar with the 
Scriptures and with theological truth, rather than of a 
proud monarch and a great soldier. 
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Ufiti, cttator Spititnti, 
JBentts tuorum bisita, 
3inplt supetna jtatla 
©u(c tu cttasti pectota. 

©ul sireciB patacUttig, 
aitissimi Jronum Bti, 
JFonsi bibus, ignis, catitas, 
?Et S))ititalis unclio. 

€u Beptitormisi irnmree, 
JiigituB patetiis trtitti, 
Eu titc (icomissiiim ^Jattisi, 
Sennoiit Jltans guttuta. 

9ccen)rt lumen scnsitus. 

fntunie amocem cortiltue, 
nfitma nostti cacvacis 
V'atnte Stmans fnfini. 

ffioBtem tE))ElIaB longiuB, 
Vaamquc troncB ycotinuB ; 
Mmtou sic te pcxbio, 
Vittmua omnt noiiura. 

^ft tt stiamus la f atwm, 
iftoscamus atqut jFilium ; 
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COME, CREATIVE SPIRIT. 



Spirit, heavenly life bestowing, 
Spirit, all Thj new-bom knowing, 
Fill with gracious inspiration 
Every soul of Thy creation. 
Comforter from Grod descending, 
Life and unction ever blending — 
Fount of living waters flowing, 
Flame of love for ever glowing. 
Sevenfold, precioua gifts conferring, 
Finger of the Lord, unening — 
Promise, by the Father given, 
Teacher of the speech of heaven— 
For our senses light securing. 
Fill our hearts with love enduring; 
In our bodies strength implanting, 
Faith and firmness ever granting. 
Far the foe to grace repelling, 
Give US endless peace indwelling ; 
Thou, as leader, deign to guide ua, 
That no evil may betide us. 
By Thy grace the Father learning, 
And the blessed Son discerning; 
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5Ie uttiust(uc gpititum 
ffltetrainuB dmni tempcc, 
(gloria ^Jatci Bomino, 
j%at(i(|ue c|ui a mottuis 
Suttrait, ac ^ataclito, 
3ii BfEculotum sicula. 
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Thee, of both the spirit blending, 
Let us trust through Hfe unending. 
To the God who being gave us, 
To the Son who rose to save us, 
To the Spirit sanctifying, 
Glory be through life undying ! 
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COME, CREATIVE SPIRIT. 

ANOTHER VEKSION. 

Spirit creative, power divine I 
Visit every soul of Thine, 
Give the hearts that Thou hast made, 
Thy celestial grace and aid. 
Fount where living waters flow, 
Flame of heavenly love below, 
Holy Ghost, by God conferred, 
Unction of the living Word, 
Sending seven-fold gifts abroad, 
Finger of the Imnd of God, 
Promise of the Father's grace, 
Gift of speech in every place, 
Let our senses feel Thy flame, 
Strengthen Thou our mortal flrarne. 
In our hearts Thy love bestow, 
Faith and firmness let us know. 
Far the foe to grace repel, 
Let Thy peace within us dwell, 
Guide our feet Thy race to run, 
Teach us every ill to shun. 
Make us all the Father know, 
And the blessed Son below, 
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Give U3 endless faith in Thee, 
Spirit of the sacred Three I 
Glory to the Father be, 
Glory to the risen Son, 
Glory, Holy Ghost, to Thee, 
While eternal ages run. 



,1 Google 



COMB, CREATIVE SPIRIT. 

ANOTHER VEEaiON. 



Come Thou Spirit, life t 
Inwardly Thy new-born knowing- 
Fount of living waters flowing — 
Elame of love, forever glowing — 
Comforter from God descending, 
Life and unction ever blending, 
Fill with grace of Thine own s 
Every heart on Thee depending. 
Thou Thy seven-fold gifts providing, 
Thou God's hand our footsteps guidin; 
Thou Ilia promise still abiding. 
To our lips His word confiding, 
For our senses light securing, 
Fill our hearts with love enduring, 
All the body's weakness curing. 
Faith and strength in us maturing. 
Far the foe to grace repelling, 
Give us endless peace indwelling, 
Leader Thou, our pathway telling, 
Every evil thing dispelling. 
Us unto the Father leading 
And the Saviour interceding. 
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In Thyself, from Ijoth proceeding, 
Give the faith that we are needing. 
To the Father,life supplying, 
To the Son, for sinners dying. 
To the Spirit sanctifying, 
Glory be through life undying ! 



,1 Google 



THE LAST SUPPER— ST. 
AQUINAS. 



St. Thomas Aquinas, bom in 1224, of a noble 
family, was one of tlie moat illustrious saints of the 
Roman Catholic Church. He was remarkable for his 
learning, his eloquence, and his ability as an instructor in 
letters and religion, and his eminent piety — excelling all 
his contemporaries. His friendship was sought by the 
most distinguished men of his time, and he was offered 
the dignities of the church ; but these he steadily refused 
to accept. He could not, however, prevent them from 
calling him the Doctor Angelims. When Pope Urban 
IV. determined to establish the festjval of the Holy 
Sacrament, he directed this learned and pioas divine to 
prepare the " office " for tiat day. He composed the 
celebrated lyrics, Pange, Lingua, Oloriosi and Lauda, Sion, 
Salvatorem, as the hymn and the prose for that solemn 
service. Both of them stand in the second rani among 
the hymns of the medieval period, the Dies Irce alone 
holding the first. 

They are excluded from the collection of Trench be^ 
cause of their seeming to teach the Roman Catholic 
doctrine of transubstantiation. The language of this 
hymn, of the Last Supper, is not, however, subject to any 
objection on this ground, which would not apply to that 
of the Saviour in the institution of the Supper, and to his 
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jnstructiona in tho sLxth chapter of John, which are not 
only consistent with our faith, but are, mdeed, the foun- 
dation of it. The Protestant faith on this subject is well 
expressed and proved hy Lady Jane Grey, in her inter- 
view with Dr. Feoiienham, who had been sent by Queen 
Mary to convert her to the Catholic religion. 

"Feckmiham. Do you not receive the very body and 
hlood of Christ? 

Lady Jane. No, siii'cly, I do not so believe I think 
that, at the Supper, I neither receive flesh nor tlo d 
but bread and wine, which bread, when it is brol.cn ind 
which wine, when it is drunken, putteth me jn renem 
hrance how that, for my sins, the body of Gh st wis 
broken and his blood shed on the cross ; and n th thit 
bread and wine I receive the benefits that came by the 
breaking of his body and shedding his blood for our sins 
on the cross. 

" Feckenham. Why, doth not Christ speak these woi-ds, 
' Take, eat, this is my body 1 ' Doth he not say it is his 
body? 

"Lady Jane. I grant he saith so, and so he saith 1 
am the vine, I am the door; but he is never more the 
door or the vine. I pray you to answer me tfl this one 
question. Where was Christ when he said, ' Take, eat, this 
is my body ? ' "Was he not at the table when he said so ? 
He was at that time alive, and suffered not till the next 
day. What took he hut bread ? What brake he but 
bread? Look, what he took he brake; and look, what 
he brake he gave ; and look, what he gave they did eat. 
And yet all this time he himself was alive and at 
supper, before his disciples." 
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PANGE, LINGUA, GLORIOSI. 



^angi, lingua, glotiosi 
tEoiyatia ms»t»ium, 
S<insuinie()ue fixtiioni, 
®«tm ill muirti pretium, 
jFtuctus btmris jeiietosi, 
JSei tffulrit Btntiutn. 

Jftotis' liatus, noljis natus 
JEx intatta "Pirjinc, 
St in niuntro tDntersalus, 
SjatBO bcrti semine, 
Sni moras intolatus 
JMiio clausit ortinc. 

Jn siipwinae none rans, 
JStcuniiiens cum ftattiljus, 
©tsetbata lege plfuc 
«Iil)is in lejalilius, 
(Silium turtfc Iruolrenee 
Se Sat Buis manitius. 

Uertum caro, panem betum 
Vttisi catnem sfficit ; 
,1Fit((ue Banguis fflliristi mstum; 
6t si aeuBUB Deficit, 
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Sing, my tongue, the theme undying, 

Mystery which His Body knoweth ; 
Precious blood of cracifying, 

Which the world's Redeemer showeth ; 
Fruit of heavenly sanctifying, 

Whence the world's redemption fioweth. 
Fi-om the Blessed Virgin going, 

He with men on earth residctl ; 
Sacred seed for ever sowing. 

He the fruit to us confided ; 
Till His end. His triumph showing, 

He His wondrous sojourn guided. 
In the night of His last meeting, 

With His brethren there united, 
All the Paschal forms completing, 

By the ancient law indited. 
Him He offered for their eating, 

And His dying love recited. 
Word made flesh, among ua dwelling, 

With true hread and wine i-egaleth ; 
By His word the mystery telling — 

And if sense imperfect failctli^ 
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a* fitmaitlium cot ainnrum 
Sola S»es sufficlt. 

ffiaiMum np Sacramtntum 
TJf nettmui cetiiul ; 
lEt aittiquiim Jocumtntum 

f.obo crtat tltui, 
CiEBtn SJes sumlemenfum 
gensuum irtcttui. 

©EKitori, geniuxiuE 
Eaus tt jutilatlo, 
Salus, Ijonot, bittug quocitie 
Sit « tnirtlnio : 
^JtoceScnti at uttoqtit 
(ffiompar sit lausatio. 
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From the true, heart, doubt dispelling, 

Still the trust of faith prevaileth. 
Such a sacrament provided, 

Bowed and humble let us take it ; 
Rit«s to ancient times confided. 

Yield to what the new rites make it ; 
Be not by the sense misguided, 

But in humble faith partake it 
Father, God of our salvation ! 

Son, for sinners interceding ! 
Holy Ghost, our renovation, 

Spirit, from them both pixrceeding I 
To the Three be jubilation, 

Honor, praise, and joy exceeding I 
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lEciiuis iiiiag columtinas 

alas Datit aiiims 1 

Wt in almam ccucia {lalmam 

lEboIet titt»sime, 

9n auaJCEiUEi tolUEi laesua, 

©tills tesiiiecium, 

)Et tmmensus est suspensus, 

jFaciuB iinptoiJStium ! 

ffiij cor, scanlre— ^fsu, panBt 

ffiatltatis nisccia, 

JEt ptofuiHie me tecoiHc 

3ii(ta sacra biiineta— 

3n supccna mc caliccna 

ffiolloca maccrifc— 

l^ic bibciui, quicBCCnti 

.-(Finis est iniscriae ! 

© mi JBcus, amor meus! 

Eunc fxo me jiatcris ? 

$co intijno, ctucis Upo, 

3csu mi, suffigetis ? 

$ro lactone, 3esu tone, 

ftn in ctueem toileris ? 
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THE PASSION OF THE LORD. 



Oh! had it the wings of a dove, 

Quick my soul would to Calvary fly, 
And light oa the cross of His love, 

Where they've nailed the Redeemer to die ; 
Where Jesus, the hope of the earth. 

By their cruelty, bleeding and torn, 
And crowned as a sport for their mirth. 

All their scoffs and derision has home. 
Oh ! rise then, my heart, and away ; 

Where Thy yearning, dear Jesus, abounds. 
There now in Thy love let me stay, 

Let me hide in the depth of Thy wounds. 
On high, in the home of the blest, 

In the cleft of the Rock give me peace, 
Where dwelling, my spirit may rest, 

And my trouble and misery cease. 
Oh ! tell me, my Love and my God, 

If indeed Thou art suiF'ring for me ? 
For me hast to Calvary trod, 

And dost hang on the merciless tree? 
With thieves. Lord of goodness and grace. 

Have Thine enemies crucified Thee ? 
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^Jto pcccatfe mcls gratis, 
"f ita mca, morctfe ? 
iflott sum tanti, Jtsu nuantl 
amor tuus ffsdmat— 
ffifu ! cut tp bitam Jicbo 
Si cor tt nott taamat ? 
BracJrittus sit inbictus 
amor binrens omnia, 
amor (ottis, tela mortis 
Ktputans ut somnia. 
3ste toil tt trttcit 
amor, 3rsu, prrJitum. 
© insiBiiis, amor, ijnis 
fflor actrnJc frigiJum ! 
© far btrt cor arJcuc 
jFac mc tc Jilijrcc— 
3Da conjungl, Ja Srtungl 
fficcum, 3tsu, bibcrt! 
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6i 



My sins dost Thou bear in my place ? 

And, ray Life, art Thou dying for me 1 
Jesus I unworthy am I — 

Undeserving the love Thou hast shown. 
Ah ! what does this life signify, 

If my heart do not love like Thine own ? 
The love that o'er all doth prevail, 

Let it blest and unconquered remain, 
And death and his darts that assail 

Be but dreama that are transient and vain. 
This love that has made us Thine own, 

BlessM Saviour, the lost doth reclaim ; 
The warmth of that love make it known, 

Till it kindle ray heart with its flame. 
My heart, let it burn with Thy love ; 

With a holy desire let me sigh, 
To join with my Saviour above, 

And -to dwell with Thee, Jesus, on high. 
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STABAT MATER DOLOROSA. 



The most striking poetical situation in sacred history is 
the Mother of Jesus at the Cross. It could not fail to 
he the subject of a mediseval hj-iiin. The world- renowned 
Stabat Mater is that hymn, which, afler being ascribed to 
many eminent authore, is now commonly attributed to 
Jacopone (ante, page 18). " The mysterious charm and 
power of the hymn is due to the subject, and to the intensity 
of feeling with which the authoi' has seized it. Mary stood 
there not only as the mothei', but as the i-epreseiitatire 
of the whole Christian church, for which the eternal Son 
of God suffered the most ignominious death on the cross. 
The author had the rare poetic faculty to bring out, as 
from immediate vision and heartfelt sympathy, the deep 
meaning of these scenes, in stanzas of classic beauty and 
melody that melt the heart and start the tear of peniten- 
tial grief at the cross of Christ" 

"The MaUr Dolorosa has been regarded by universal 
consent as the most pathetic and touching of Latin church 
lyrics, and inferior only to the Dies Irce, which stands 
alone in its glory arid overpowering effect. Daniel calls 
it the queen of sequences. It breathes the spirit of pro- 
found repentance and glowing love, such as can he kindled 
only by long and intense contemplation of the mystery 
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of the cross — that most amazing and affecting spectacle 
ever presented to the gaae of heaven and earth. The 
agony of Mary at the cross, and the sword which then 
pierced through her soul, according to the prophecy of 
Simeon, never found more perfect expression. It sur- 
passes in effect the Mater Dohrosas of the greatest paint- 
ers. The key-note of the hymn is contained in the first 
two lines, and is suggested by the brief but pregnant 
sentence of St. John, Stahat juxta cruam •mater ejus. 
Vnlg. It is brought out with overpowering effect in the 
Hymn, as has been felt even by those who have little re 
ligious sympathy with the theme. ' The loveliness of 
sorrow,' says Tieck, 'in the depth of pain, the smiling in 
tears, the childlike simplicity which touches on the high- 
est heaven, had to me never before risen so bright in the 
soul. I had to turn away to hide my tears, especially at 
the place, ' Vidit suvm dulcem. natum.' " 

" Tlie Mater Dolorosa has furnished the text of some 
of the noblest musical compositions by Falestrina, Per^ 
golesi, Astorga, Haydn, Bellini, Rossini, Neukomm. That 
of Palestrina is still anmmlly performed in the Sistine 
Chapel, during Passion week. 

" There are about eighty translations of this hymn in 
German, and there are several in English ; but very few 
of those in English preserve the original metre." 

The foregoing quotations are from the admirable article 
of Dr. SchafF, in the "Hours at Home," to which I have 
elsewhere refiirred. 
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STABAT MATER DOLOROSA. 



Statat Mutn Solotosa 
3uMa ctumii lacwmosa, 
Bum (JtnJicliat jFilius— 

CiituB aniinam Bcmmtcm, 
fflontcistantttn & SolEntcm, 
Ifctttansiblt jlalrius. 

ffi (luam tristlB & afflicta 
4f uit illa tEiirtlna, 
ittatctanlBcnlti! 

®U£E mwElat, & iolrtat, 
iEt ttemrtat cum biJrtat 
Jlati jittnas inrljiti! 

©uis Est tjomo (|ui iion atttt, 
«I1)tisli JHatrtm si bllretn 
3n tanto supplicio ? 

ffiuls posset uon conti:iBtait( 
^Piam ilflatrem contcmplati, 
JBoltiitcm cum .-jFllio ? 

pro pcccatis sus gcittis, 
fiiitt jcsum in totmciilis, 
IEt aagdlis sutSitum. 

Viltit suuin Sulccm Jiiatum, 
Moticiitcm, IcBOlatum, 
Bum cmisit spititum 
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WEEPING STOOD HIS MOTHER. 



Weeping stood His mother, sighing 
By the cross where Jesus, dying, 

Hung aloft on Calvary ,- 
Through her soul, in sorrow moaning, 
Bowed in grief, in spirit groaning, 

Pierced the sword in misery. 
Pilled with grief beyond all others, 
Mother — blessed among mothers— 

Of the God-begotten one ! 
How she sorroweth and grieveth. 
Trembling as she thus perceiveth 

Dying her unspotted one ! 
"Who could there refrain from weeping. 
Seeing Christ's dear mother keeping, 

In her grie^ so bitterly ? 
Who could fail to share her anguish, 
Seeing thus the mother languish, 

Lost in woe so utterly ? 
For the trespass of his nation 
She beheld his laceration, 

By their scourges suffering. 
She beheld her dearest taken. 
Crucified, and God-forsaken, 

Dying by their torturing. 
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JEia JHattt tons amotis, 
Mt sratitt liim iolocis, 
jFac ut ttcum lugtam. 

jFaf ut artcat tot mcum 
3n amairto ffltjtistum Btum, 
SUt »ii)i tomjjlatcam. 

Saiitta Jttafci, Istnlr agas, 
(iltutlSil figt plagasi 
(llotiri into halrtre. 

ffiui jEtatl bulnttatl, 
Jam llgnati jco mt patl, 
$oinasi mttuin iribite. 

jFat mt btit tttum ttttc, 
Sttutifilo tonlolctt, 
JBonet tgo biitro. 

3uita fflcuttm tttum start, 
Ct Ittcntti sotiart, 
3n planttu StsiDtro. 

"Pitgo birginum prtttlara, 
iHijli jam non sfe ainata, 
jFat mt tttum plangtit. 

jFac ut jottcm (Cttlsti motttm, 
)9assionts tins sotttm 
JEt (ilagas tctoltrt. 

jFat mt nlagfe bulnttati, 
«ttutt fjat intiitiarl, 
©t amottm jFilii. 

3nfiammatuB & atttnsus, 
iJtt tt, "tritgo, Sim JtftnsuB 
jn lit (USitii. 
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Motlier, fountain of affection, 
Let me share tliy deep dejection, 

Let me share thj tenderness ; 
Let raj heart, thy sorrow feeling, 
Love of Christ, the Lord, revealing, 

Be like thine in holiness I 
All His stripes, oh ! let me feel them, 
On my heart for ever seal them. 

Printed there enduringly. 
All His woes, beyond comparing, 
For my sake in anguish bearing, 

Let me share them willingly. 
By thy side let me be weeping, 
True condolence with him keeping. 

Weeping all my life with thee; 
Near the cross with thee abiding. 
Freely all thy woes dividing, 

In thy sorrow joined with thee. 
Virgin, of all virgins fairest. 
Let me feel the love thou bearest, 

Sharing all thy suffering ; 
Let me feel the death they gave Him, 
Cmcified in shame to save them, 

Dying without murmuring. 
Let me feel their blows so crushing. 
Let me drink the current gushing 

From His wounds when crucified. 
By a heavenly zeal excited. 
When the judgment fires are lighted. 

Then may I be justified. 
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jFac mc ffluucc cuatoftiri, 
Jftottf fflfitlsti viroftnuniri, 
Stontoberl jratia. 

©uanio cotpuB motiEtut;, 
jFac Mt anlms Sonetut 
^Jatatrlsl gloria. 
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On the Ci'oss of Christ relying, 
Through His death redeemed from djinj 

By His fevor fortified ; 
When my mortal frame is perished, 
Let my spirit then be cherished, 

And in heaven \ 
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DE CORONA SPINEA. 



Sbi bis bete alorlati, 
lEt a Beo coconari 

Jganc cotonam conttraplati 
StuStaa, atciuf scctati 

^ottantls bestlBia. 
HHmt (Kilotum Vitx iiottabit, 
feonotabit ct sactabit 

gacto suo cajitc— 
3tt Ijat salta pugnablt, 
fflum aiuinuum Jostera Bttabit, 

Etfumpjana in stipitc. 
jSacc (ugnantis galea, 
SiKiuinpijantiB lautea, 

Eiata pontificiB— 
gtimum (uif spinta, 
l^ostmobvin fit autea 

ilractu santti bntitie. 
Sylnatum aculeos 
Vums tttit auteoB 

(Eijtlsti (assiottis. 
©uof MECcatiB BjiiiieoB 
JHottiB wetns uos, 

^bimiJlcbit boniB. 
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THE CROWN OF THORNS. 



Woulds't thy spirit glory truly — 
By the Loiil l>e honored duly, 

With a crown iiTadiate, 
Think upon the crown they gave Him, 
Crucified in scorn to save them — 

Strive His life to imitate. 
This, the King of Ileaven, dying. 
Honoring and sanctifying, 

Wore in shame and misery. 
In this helmet He contended, 
When His strife in triumph ended. 

On the cross of Calvary. 
Helmet which the soldier beareth — 
Lam-el which the victor weareth — 

High priest's mitre, consecrate- 
First of thorns His temples tearing, 
Then of gold beyood comparing. 

By His touching transmutata 
Thorns He wore amid their scorning. 
Change to gold His brows adorning — 

By the death He suffereth. 
Which to those by sin perverted — 
From eternal death converted — 

Every blessing ofFcrcth. 
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Mt malls colligilut 
Et Jc splnis plmitiic 

Splnta ftntxaie. 
Srtr in autum bmittit, 
©uaiilro culpa tollitut, 

JEisJtm conbttsia. 
Jesu pit, JtBtt tone, 
lilostco ttolilB in agonc 

Hmsen blnotlain— 
motes nostroB sic compone 
at ncrpcluof cotonaf 

iftctcamut Blotiam. 



,1 Google 



WE CROWN OF THORNS. 

Thorns, by wicked bands collected, 
In a plaited crown connected, 

Pierce the wicked bearing it ; 
When away our sin He taketh, 
This a crown of gold He maketh, 

To bis children wearmg it 
Jesus in Thy goodness aid us — 
In the strife that sin has made us. 

Give us. Lord, the victory. 
So our daily lives preparing, 
That, Thine endless glory sharing, 

We may wear the crown with Thee. 
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VICTIMS PASCHALI LAUDBS, 

THE POUB PRINCIPAL PEOSE8. 

Tins hjmii of which Ihe author is unknown is siid 
e^prv da\ of Easter week It is one of the foui pun 
cipil Piohes of the Poman Cathoho boiks of demotion 
Ihey were called Sequences fl-om then place m the -iei 
Yices of the Roman Catholii- Church — tlie^ followed the 
Gradual The} weie called ^ose* because thej iv ere not 
vo -se in the claasieal sense but prose that is to aa\ 
tliev disregarded the quint tatue measuieof the classical 
poets and in phco of it substituted sj Ihbn, measure and 
accentuil rhythm 

Piose noni qu on a donne dans les derniors -si cles i 
certainGs hj nines con posfees defers sins niesure maia 
le certTn nombrc de sjUabes a^ec des nmea qui se 
chantent apres le n'^duel doil on Ics a aussi appelkes 
sequence — sequentio, c est a dire qui suit apres le grad 
uel." — Supp. Mora: 

''Prose se dit aussi d'une sorte d'ouvrage latin en rimes, 
ou sans observer la quantitiS, on observe le nombre des 
syllabos. On chante a la rnesse, immediatement avant 
I'evangfle, quelques ouvrages de cette nature dajis les 
Bolemnit4s." — Did. Acad. 

"Prosa, that which is not metre." — Holyolce Lat. Did. 

Although at the first the rhyme and the Thythm were 
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both imperfect, in the course of time the versification and 
tie rhyme were alike regular and harmonious. 

" L'usage des proses a commence au plus tard au neu- 
vifeme si^cle. Notker, moine de S. Gal, qui 6crivit vers 
Tan 8S0, et qui est regards comme le premier auteur que 
Ton connaisse, en feit de proses, dit dans la preface du 
livre oil il en parle qui il en avoit vu dans un antipho- 
nier de I'ahbaje de JumiejTes, laquelle fat bruise par les 
Normands en 841. Nous avons quatre proses principales, 
le Veni, Sande Spniius, pour la Pentecate, que Duraud 
attribue au Roi Robert, mais qui est plus probablement 
de Hermannm Contractus — c'es1. la prose Sancii Spirilus 
adsit nobis gratia, qui est du roi Robert^ selon quelques 
anoiens, entr' autres Brompton Jilus ancien que Durand — 
Le Lavda 8ion sahaiorem, pour la fete du S. Sacre- 
ment qui est de S. Thomas d'Aquin — Le Victim<e pas- 
ckali laudes dont on ignore I'auteur — c'est la prose du 
temps de PSques — Le Dies iroe, Dies ilia, que Ton chante 
aux services des morts. On I'attribne mal Apropos a S. 
Grfigoue, ou a S. Bernard, ou a Humbert, general des 
dominicains. Cette prose est dii Cardinal Frangipani, 
dit Malabranca, docteur de Paris, de I'ordre des domini- 
cains qui mourut a. Perouse en 1294." — Ent^c. et Supp. 
Morer. 

The yictimtE pasokali laudes ia usually printed in the 
form of prose, as I give it I do not doubt, however, 
that its author considered it a rhymed lyric — poetical in 
its thought and conception, but really written in prosaic 
form, and interspersed, at unequal mtervsJs, with rhymes 
of a very irregular and imperfect character, furnishing an 
apt illustration of the remarks of Archbishop Trench on 
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the infancy and progress of Latin rhymed accentual ver 
Bification. He says (I abridge his remarks) : ' Ehyme 
made itself an occasional place even in the later or pro- 
sodic poetry of Rome, but no large employment of it dates 
higher than the eighth or ninth centuries. It displayed 
itself first in lines which, having a little relaxed the strict- 
ness of metrical observance, sought to find a compensation 
for this in similar closes to the verse, being at this time 
very far from that elaborate and perfect instrument which 
it afterwards became. We may trace it, step by step, 
from its rude, timid, and uncertain beginnings, till, in the 
later hymnologists of the twelfth and thirteenth centuries, 
an Aqiunas or an Adam of St. Victor, it displayed all its 
latent capabilities, and attained its final glory and perfec- 
tion, satiating tiie ear witii a richness of melody scarcely 
anywhere to be surpassed, At first the rhymes were 
often merely vowel or assonant ones, the consonants not 
being required to agree ; or tiie rhyme was adhered to 
when this was convenient, hut disregarded when the 
needful word was not at hand ; or the stress of the rhyme 
■was suffered to fall on an unaccented syllable, thus scarcely 
striking the ear; or it was limited to the similar termuia- 
tion of a single letter; while sometimes, on the strength 
of this like ending, as sufficiently sustaining the melody, 
the whole other constiniction of the verse and arrangement 
of the syllables was neglected. It may be that they who 
first used it, were oftentimes scarcely, or not at all, con- 
scious of what they were doing.' 

The following arrangement of the whole origin^ hymn 
illustrates these remarks : 
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VictimED Paschali, 

Laudes immolent CliristiaDi, 

Agnus redemit oves, 

Christus innocens Patri 

Eeconciliavit peccatores. 

Mors et vita, duello, 

Conflixere mirando. 

Dux vito mortuua, 

Regnat vivus. 

Die nobis, Maria, 

Quid vidisti in via ? 

Sepulcrum Cbristi vivenlia 

Et gloriam vidl resurgentis. 

Die nobis, Maria 

Quid vidisti in via ? 

Angelicos testes, 

Su&rium et vestes. 

Die nobis, Maria, 

Qnid vidisti in via. 

Surrexit Christua, spes mea. 

PKecedet suos in Galilroam. 

Credendum est magis soli MaiisB veraci, 

Quam JndEeorum turbse fallaci. 

Scimus Ohristuin surrexisse i. mortuis vere, 

Til nobis victor, Eex miserere. 

Thus arranged, at its foil length, it gives strong color 
to tiie suggestion, which has been made, that, originally, it 
had a dramatic character, and was sung, responsively, by 
a choir and by persons representing Mary Magdalen and 
the Apostles — a kind of performance which was not un- 
common in the earlier ages of Christianity. I copy the 
Prose from the Roman Missal, m the prosaic form in which 
I have always seen it printed, and in which it is s^d in 
that service. 
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tJictimit ^asrijali laulcs immolcnt 
CljtiBtiani. 

agnus teDemif obes; (Ef)xistvis inno= 
ttm $atci ccconciliabit fcccatoiee. 

iHors tt bita Jurilo conltotc mitanio : 
iux bits mortuuB, tegnat bibtis. 

Bit ttoite, JHatia: quHr btoisti in 
bia? 

Sttiulctum dSiixisti bibcntis, tt glotiam 
bW ttsutatntiB. 

angriicos testes, smratiuin et bestts. 

Suttrait (BiitiBttiB, spts mta: jrTOrtEt 
bos it) (Salilotam. 

Scimus CHjttstum suttciisse a mots 
tuis btw. Hu nobis, bii:tot, Utx, inis= 
Etctc. 
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TO THE PASCHAL VICTIM RAISR. 



Christians, raise your grateful strain 

To the Paschal victim, slain ; 

Now the Lamb the flock hath bought— 

To the Father, long besought, 

Christ, the pure and undefiled, 

Hath the sinner reconciled. 

Here contending Death and Life 

Now have met in wondrous strife ; 

Death the Prince of Life hath slain, 

Now he reigns in life again ! 
" Tell us, Mary, what, to-day, 

Thou beheldest on thy way." 
" Where the buried Lord had been. 

There His glory I have seen, 

Angel witnesses around, 

Grave clothes that His body bound. 

Christ, my hope, alive and free, 

Follow Him to Galilea" 

Christ, the just, for sinners slain, 

From the dead is risen again. 

Thee, our victor King, we know — 

To us, now. Thy mercy show. 
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DE MYSTERIO ASCENSIONIS 
DOMINI. 



^nms bestras Wetnalts, 
Ctitimjiljales, frintlpales, 
aiigtli, attollitt. 
3Eia, tollite actutum, 
Utiiit jaominuEi birtutiim, 
Kei «ttns glocte. 
Vtoit totus IfDtatunlus, 
dtantitius ct tuMtuniruB, 
Einctis datis begtibu!!. 
Jloba glotioBtis utoln, 
©tabitns blrtutt sola, 
^ultis cinnuB minibus. 
Solus crat in Egtessu, 
SeS injEntcm in tearfssu 
SffEtt multitujriutm, 
jFtuctum suif passionis, 
CtBtEm CESurrcctionis, 
i^obam tali SEgetcm, 
3Eia, iubilatc Meo, 
Jacent Ijostes, bicit 3Leo, 
■picft semen attaiist, 
3am tuinat levletuntut, 
(SsU eibes augcbuntut, 
SalbabuntuT animx. 
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THE ASCENSION OF THE LORD. 



Raise the everlasting gates, 
Triumph now the Lord awaits — 

Angels raise them hastily. 
Open wide the pearly portal, 
Now ascends the Lord immortal. 

King of glory endlessly. 
Now he comes in joy sufficing, 
White and radiant in his rising- 
Vestments dyed and glorious — 
In new robes, to triumph rising, 
"Walking in his strength surprising, 

With a throng victorious. 
He, alone, to earth descended, 
See him back to Heaven ascended, 

Bringing thousands with him here— 
Fruit of his incarnate dying — 
To his rising testifying — 

Heaven's harvest gathered here; 
Shout aloud Jehovah's praises — 
O'er his foes, the Lion raises 

Triumph now to Abra'm's seed. 
Now our ruin quickly ceases — 
Now the heavenly host increases — 

Souls will now be saved indeed 
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JStBiiEt eHjristus ttiiimjljatot 

Itjomliiumijut litetatot, 

Kei miscticortis, 

lltinceps patis, JDtus fortis 

Vim tiatot, bictot mortis, 

aaiis cffilEstiB cnritt. 

5Cu, qui ctElum xtsnasti. 

IBt in illo (itsparagti, 

ILocum tui8 famulis, 

jfat mt titi (amulati, 

fflt te jjiis kentrati 

ffiic in tetta (Ui)ilis, 

^t post actum bits cuisnm, 

Ego qiio(|UC scanJtns sui:sium 

ffit biJrtre baltam, 

Juita pattern consilenttm, 

Etinm))1)antEm rt ttgcntem 

(@mnia jet gloi:iam. 
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THE ASCENSIOtr OF THE LORD. 

Christ shall make'his reign enduriJig, 
Man's redemption now securing, 

Pardoning with fidelity. 
Heavenly hosts his praises singing, 
He in strength and peace is bringing, 

Life and immortality. 
Thou the gates of heaven unbarring, 
Thou, within, a place preparing 

For thy servants dwelling here, 
Let me with thy servants joining, 
With thy worshippers combining. 

Praise thee while remaining here, 
So that when my course is ended, 
Eising as my Lord ascended, 

I may see thee ever there 
With the Father — seated by Him — 
Triumphing in glorf nigh him — 

Reigning with him everywhere. 
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VENI, SANCTE SPIRITUS. 



This tymn, which Trench declares to he the loveliest 
of all the hymns in the whole circle of Latin sacred poetry, 
is another of the four principal proses— the prose for 
Pentecost. Clichtoveus sa.ya that it is beyond all praise, 
as well on account of its remarkable grace and ease, as 
of the richness and fullness of its thoughts and the finished 
beauty of its construction seeming to show that the 
author, "whoever he may have been," was filled by the 
Holy Spirit with a heavenly sweetness, which enabled 
him to pour forth such delightful thoughts in such com- 
prehonsive and appropnate language. 

It has been attnbuted to various authors, among 
Others to Pope Innocent III. and to Hermanns Con- 
tractus, a learned monk of St Gall. It is now commonly 
attributed to Eobert II., King of France. Archbishop 
Trench says there exists no sufficient reason for calling 
in question the attribution which has been commonly 
made of it to King Eobert. I am very alow to doubt 
when so great an authority says there exists no sufficient 
reason for doubting, but I am compelled to say that I 
know of no sufficient proof that Kmg Robert was reaUy 
tiie author of it. I should be quite ready to believe that 
he had set it to music, if I were convinced that so bean- 
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tiful a specimen of rhymed accented Latin verse had hcen 
written before his day. In the authorily quoted on page 
75, the prose written hy him is sdd to be tie Sancti 
Spiritus adsit nobis gratia, wliich is now usually attrih- 
uted to Notker, the first writer of proses. I borrow from 
the "Seven great hymns" an extract from the Chronicle 
of St. Berlin: "Robert 6tait tres pieux, prudent, lettrg 
et suffisamment philosophe, mais surtout excellent musi- 
cien. n composa la prose du St. Esprit, qui commence 
par ces mots, Adsit nobis gratia, les rhythmes Judm el 
Hierusalem, et Cornelius Centurio, qu'il ofErit a Rome sur 
I'autfil de St. Kerre, not^ avec le chant qui leur fitait 
propre, do m^me que rantiphone Eripe et pliisieurs autres 
beaux morceanx." The facts, that no mention is here 
made of this gem, and that Clichtoveus, a careful inquirer, 
who died in 1543, speaks of the authorship as unknown, 
or so much in dispute that he would not name the author, 
throw, certainly, some doubt on the question. I incline 
to the belief that this and the Vent Creator have lived by 
force of their innate vitality, and that, without any real 
evidence, they have been attributed to their illustrious 
supposed authors Being worthy of the highest author- 
ship.tbey would naturally enough be attributed to kings 
and popes. 
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^Tciii, sanctE Spiriiua, 
lEt tmittt cttlituB 

ILutia 11185 taWum. 
Ve«i, ^Mtx paupctum; 
Vcni, Jatot munccum; 

Utni, liimtn cottium. 
fflonsolatot ojjtime, 
JBuItig JospEB anims, 

JJiiItt ttftigctium. 
3n latorc tcquies, 
Jtt ttgtu ttmtJttits, 

Jit artu solatium. 
© liii itatisslma, 
Sttplt cortls intima 

Suocum fijiriiiim. 
Sine tuo iiumiiiE 
jiHjil Est in JiomiiiE, 

jEtif)il Est iitiituium. 
Haba ((uo* Est sortiSuiit, 
ISip nuoJ Est ariButit, 

Sana quoS Est sautium. 
jFlEttE (luoir Est rigiiuin, 
.-jFobE quoir est ftijinnm, 

HEgE qnot Est iEbium. 
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Holy Spirit from above, 
Shine upon us in Thy love 

With Thy heavenly radiance. 
Father of the poor below, 
Who dost every gift bestow, 

Light our hearts to gladden us. 
Of the sou! the dearest guest, 
Of the heart the sweetest rest, 
Sent of God to comfort us — 
Freshness for the summer's heat. 
In our tears a solace sweety 

Sweet repose in weariness — 
Let Thy faithful in Thy sight 
Feel Thy cheering, heavenly light, 

Warming and enlightening us. 
Oh ! without Thy quickening power, 
We must perish in an hour, 

Everything condemning ns. 
Wash away each guilty stain, 
Water with Thy gracious rain. 

In Thy mercy healing us. 
Move our stubborn lips to praise, 
Warm our coldness with Thy rays, 
Call us from our wanderings. 
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rSNI, S^NCTE SPIRITUS. 

9a ttiis tiirclitue 
Jn tt cofiJentitus 

Sactum sctitEnatiura. 
Ba hittutis mctitum, 
3Ba salutia raitum, 

Ba jracnne gauJrium. 
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VENI, SANCTE SFIRTFUS. 

Them who on Thy grace depend, 
Them, Thy faithful, ever send 

Sacred sevenfold peace with Thc& 
Give them virtue's best reward, 
Give salvation with the Lord ; 

Give them joy unceasingly. 
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LAUDA, SION, SALVATOREM. 



Of all the mediaeval hjmnologists, no one used the 
Latin rhymed versification in greater perfection than 
St. Thomas Aquinas, nor is there any hymn which 
better exhibits his remarkable power as a writer of 
Latin hymns, than the Lauda, Sion Salvalorem, lie 
prose for the holy sacrament, one of the four princi- 
pal proses. As has been before stated (page 52), it, 
together with the Pange, Lingua, Gloriosi, was written 
by St. Thomas, as part of the office for the feast of the 
Holy Sacrament, composed by him, at the request of 
Pope Urban IV., when be instituted that divinely ap- 
pointed rite as one of the regular festivals of the Koman 
Catholic Church. 

According to his view of that solemn supper, he has 
in this prose exhausted the subject, not only in its theo- 
logical and ecclesiastical sense, but in its administrative 
and receptive significance, while in the matter of versi- 
fication it leaves nothing to be desired. Its harmony is 
without a jar, and the flow of its rhythm is as easy and 
undisturbed as aptly chosen words can make it, while its 
gentle cadences are in accord with the divine love which 
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inspired the sacred rite. It is but just to say that he 
doubtless intended that his words should he understood 
according to the faith which the Roman Catholic Church 
now teaches; but it may also be said that the hymc 
might have been written by a Protestant, in the same 
words, without doing violence to the faith of the Pro- 
testant Church, although it does not fully express that 
faith ; and I have preferred to translate it in that 
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LAUDA, SION, SALVATOREM. 



JLauSa, Sloii, Salbatotem, 
tLauJa Juctm & pastoitm 

Jtt teranls & caiiticfe. 
ffiuantum potts, tanfum auirt, 
©ula marot omni laujt, 

^u launarc sufficfe. 
JLauIite ttema ejucialis, 
$ani» bibus & bitalie 

J^oliit ptoponitur. 
©utm in sactst mensa cteiitt, 
Bmbse (tahum JruoJcn^ 

Datum nan amiisitut. 
3U lans plena, eit aonoia: 
Sit rucunlra, sit lecota 

jtttntis iutilatio. 
Dies solentnis agitut, 
3n ((ua mens^ tccolitut, 

Iguius institutio. 
Jn iiac mcnsa nobi ISegis, 
iJobuni $asd)a notix legis 

$<jase betas tecminat. 
tTetustatem nobitas, 
SSmiitam (uaat betitas, 

Slotttm lui eliminat. 
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SIGN, PRAISE THY SAVIOUR. 



Sion, praise thine Interceder ; 
To thj Shepherd and thy I 

Songs and anthems elevate. 
"With thy highest powers sing Him, 
Still the praises thou canst bring Him 

Never can be adequata 
Theme of praise, all praise transcending, 
Bread of life, from heaven descending 1 

He to lis has offered it, 
As He in that final meeting, 
When the sacred twelve were eating. 

To them fi:ee]y proffered it 
Lift aloud the voice of praising, 
Sweet and holj accents raising, 

Strains divine to execute. 
'Tis the solemn feast provided, 
Where the Lord Himself presided, 

This His feast to institute 
Table of the Lord ascended. 
Paschal Lamb for us intended. 

Ancient form here terminates. 
New things now the old supplying. 
From the truth the shadows flying, 

Light the darkness dissipates. 
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LAVDA, SION, SALr^TOREM: 

©110* in mm attciBtus pssit, 
jFacieniium iioc eipttssit 

3n 8Ul mtmoiiam. 
fflonl sactis inBtitufls, 
IJantm, liinum in aalutis 

iitonscctamus l)oetiam. 
fflOBina Jatut fflljristianis, 
©uoS in carnem tcansit janis, 

Et lilnum in sanguintm. 
duoii nira capie, quoli non bites, 
animosa Scmat asra, 

^Jratn tecum otJintm. 
Sui) Jllicrsia spfcirtus, 
SianiB tantum & non tetus, 

JLafcnt us ciimis. 
«taro citUB, Banguis ports, 
Ittantt tarncn ffilnistuB totUB 

S»ti uttaqut Bpecie. 
a Buinentt non concisuB, 
iaoii conftanuB, non nibiBUB; 

JnlEjet attipitur. 
Sumit nnus, Bumunt millc, 
Ouantum istl, tantum ille: 

jaec BiimptuB consumitur. 
Snmunt toni, sumunt mali, 
Sottc tamcn insEquali, 

Uiw btl iniEiituB. 
Jttors tst raalis, bita toniB: 
Filrc pariB sumptioniB 

©nam sit Jiapat fiitiis. 
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LAUDA, SION. SALYATOREM. 

Doing what the Lord was doing, 
Here, His own commandment showing, 

We His love commemorate. 
Taught by Jesus' inculcation, 
Bread and wine for our salvation 

Here to Him we dedicate. 
Here to Christians Jesus preacheth, 
Here to us the mystery teaeheth, 

Never sense perceiving it — 
Flesh and blood, for us devoted, 
Are by bread and wine denoted, 

Living faith believing it 
In the different kinds He places, 
Signs of hidden gifts and graces. 

Precious things He telleth here : 
That His flesh is meat unto us. 
And His blood is drink unto us — ■ 

In them both He dwelleth here. 
He this blessed bread that breaketh, 
He that of this wine partaketh. 

All the Saviour cherisheth ; 
All the Church on earth may break it, 
All the faithful may partake it. 

None of Jesus perisheth. 
Good and bad, together meeting, 
And the sacred supper eating. 

Each how different taketh it I 
To the wicked condemnation. 
To the worthy sweet salvation, 

Christ the Saviour maketh it ! 
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Jftarto Jeimim Sactamfiito, 
§it liatllltB, seJ mfmEiito 
€antum esst siil ftagmcnto 

ffiuantum toto tcaitui. 
iiiulla tci fit sclBsuta, 
Siaiii tantum fit ftaciura, 
©ua ntc status ntc statuta 

gignati tnlnuifur. 
JEcct (lanlB aiiBEloi^um, 
.■fpattus ciijus lilatotiiin : 
Vm panis filiorum, 

Jflon mittcntrus tanitiis. 
3ii figuris piaesignatui, 
Cum Ssaac immolatuc, 
ajnus JjJascljs ic^iutatut, 

Hatur maitita patrltus. 
Uonc l^astot, »anis brec, 
Jtsu nostri misertrc, 
ilu uoB pascE, nos tuci:e, 
Eu nos toua fac liiscrc 

3n tena liibentium. 
ffiu ciul cunna scis U baits, 
ffiui nos pastis ))ic mottales, 
JIuos iiji commEiisalEB, 
tEoijatrrtes Jc solalcs, 

,#ac sanctorum cibium. 
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When this saered feast thoa makest, 
When thou but a morsel breakest, 
Thou the Saviour still partakest— 

He is all in all to thea 
By the sign that is divided, 
Seal food, for thee provided, 
Still unbroke, to thee confided, 

Jesus doth recall to thee. 
Angel bread, from heaven descended, 
Food to wanderers here extended, 
^or the children's bread intended, 

Dogs should never take of it 
Isaac, as a type, promoted, 
And the Paschal Lamb, devoted. 
And the manna — all denoted 
Only His might break of it, 
Thou Good Shepherd, Bread of Heaven I 
Jesus, let us be foi^venV 
Feed and guard us by Thy kindness, 
Take us from our earthly blindness 

To the glory giv'n by Thee. 
Thou, all powerful and all knowing — 
Blessed food on us bestowing — 
At Thy Table with Thee eating, 
Thy coheirs together meeting, 
Let us dwell in heaven with Thee ! 
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ADAM OF ST. VICTOR. 



The Abbey of St. Victor, near Paris, was one of the 
most celebrated religious houses in Prance seven hun- 
dred years ago — celebrated for its learning, its theology, 
its genuine devotion, and its fondness for sacred lyrics. 
It was, hence, the home and resort, as well as the parent 
and teacher, of great men. Among these Adam, a 
regular canon of the Abbey, \vas deservedly held in very 
high estimation for all the qualities of a devout and learned 
man. His femiliarity with the Sacred Scriptures was 
most remarkable, and evidently could have been the result 
of nothing less than the most constant reading, and the 
most careful study and comparison, of the sacred writers 
in the riper years of his cultivated intellect. The Holy 
Word seemed to be almost the only language that he 
sily and gracefully did it flow from his pen 
!s of his lyrical compositions, of 
which one hundred and sis are now extant. They 
all have the same general characteristics of style and 
versification, and in them all we are continually delighted 
with the felicity as well as the facility with which he 
writes, while he is sometimes brief and sententious with- 
out a parallel. 
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Trench, in hia Sacred Latin Poetry, has given us many 
of the best of his lyrics, so many and so various that wo 
are made fSimiliar with his characteristics. We seem to 
know him. The only one of these which I have selected 
for this little hoolc is his poem on the Martyrdom of St. 
Stephen, which Trench calls a sublime composition ; and 
we see that it well deserves the name, when, in imagina- 
tion, we take the place of the old monk and become a 
speclator of that first martyrdom, passing with him from 
the present to that early dawn of Christianity, and from 
the description of the bloody scene, to the rapt ecstasy in 
which he apostrophizes the suffering saint and beholds the 
sympathizing Saviour in the opening heaven, upholding 
him and strengthenmg him in the triumph of his mar- 
tyrdom. 

Dr. Trench accords to him the highest place among the 
writers of Latin Sacred Poetry, but not without some doubt 
whether that honor may not properly belong to Arch- 
bishop Hildebert. He would ,escept the authors of the 
Dies Ira and the Stalal Mat^, if the harps on which 
those unequalled strains were improvised did not seem to 
have been immediately broken into silence. 

He died July 8, ] 1 7 7, and his epitaph, written by him- 
self, was preserved for several hundred years on the 
walls of the Abbey, near the door of the choir, where 
the echo of his hymns had been so often heard. The 
tone of penitent humility, and the impressive, solemn, 
movement of the epitaph, have induced me to insert it 
here as a part of this sketch, to exhibit his character, by 
his own hand, as it was his last desire to appear. 
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EPITAPHIUM. 



JSjiftre peccati, natuta SUtts irce, 
3Siilii(|Ut reus, nascitut omnis jiotno. 
ranJrc Bujjtrtit ijomo, cujus conctpflo 

culpa, 
i^asci fstna, latiot bila, nta»se moti? 
Uana salus ijominis, lianus Jitcoi, oms 

Ilia bana— 
Jntet bana nli)ll banius tstljmninc— 
Bum rnagls alluJlt ptraentfe jlotla 

bitic, 
^raietlt, immo fuait— non fugit, Immo 

pttll. 
floBt Ijominem betujls, post betracm at 

tlnls, i)cu, i)EU ! 
Sic tcllt aJ tinctcm gloria nostra shniil- 
Iglc ego qui iacco, miscc ct ntisctaWUs 

aiam, 
fflnam pro Bumrao muncrt posco prcs 

ccm— 
^eccabi, fatcor, bcniam pcto, parct fas 

tentl, 
^parrc pater ; ftatrcs parcte ; parte 

Bshb! 
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An lieir of sin and cliild of wrath by nature here 

below, 
A stranger everj man is bom — an exile's life to 

know. 
Whence doth he boast himself ia pride whose 

thought is guilt, innate, 
Whose birth is pain, whose life is toil, and death 

his only fate ? 
Vain health of man, vain beauty too, vain boast of 

earthly pride, 
Vain thing is man, among the vain, vainer than all 

iDCsida 
The glory of this present life, what time it doth 



Doth quickly pass, not pass but fly, not fly but 

perish quita 
And then, to man the worm succeeds, and after 

worms the dust. 
At once to dust he must return with every earthly 

trust. 
And I, poor Adam lying here, 'tis mercy all I need, 
One only prayer I now* can make — for heaven's 

last gift I plead, 
My sins confess, my pardon seek — oh let a sinner live ! 
Father, and brothers in the faith, and God, oh God, 

forgive ! 
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DE. S. STEPHANO. 



J^eti muttlius tiulMbit, 
jBt eiultans cclrttablt 
(SJlciBti natalitla. 
Jgtci cfjocuB angtlotum 
^tOBtcutus est ccElotum 
JStjtin cum tetitia. 
^Jtotomattst et Etbita, 
(Klaitts fiJt, claius bita, 
ffllarus et mitaculiti, 
Sul) ijac luce ttlnmpi)al)it, 
JEt ttiumpljaus Insultabtt 
gtcpfjanuB incteJulis. 
jf reraunt ccso taniiuain tns, 
©ula bictl Jetccccc 
aucls aHlicrsatli. 
.-(Falsos testes statuunt, 
Ef Unsuas eiacuunt 
■Uiperatuuv Slil. 
aBoiiteta, nulli crtre— 
ffletta ccttus De mctceJe, 
^ctselicta Ste|)f)ane— 
liista fatsiB testituB, 
(Konfuta sccinoniiiuB 
Ssnagosam Satanat. 
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ST. STKPHKiV. 



Yesterday the world, elated, 
With their praises celebrated 

Jesus Christ's nativity ; 
Angels, then their voices raising, 
Were the King of. Heaven praising, 

Joyful in festivity, 
Stephen, proto-martyr, Deacon, 
In his faith and life a beacon, 

Mighty; too, in miracles, 
This day, to his triumph rising, 
Was in triumph then despising 

Cruel Jews and in^els. 
They lilse beasts of prey were raging, 
Their secure defeat presaging, 

And of light the enemies — 
Lying witnesses providing, 
And with sharpened tongues deriding- 

Sons of vipers venomous ! 
Stephen, strive, thy strife enduring. 
And thy sure reward securing. 

Persevere to victory. 
Fear not witnesses abounding. 
All confute, with truth confounding 

Satan's desperate synagogue. 
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DE S. STEPHANO. 



dFottis tuus est in ccdis, 
ffitstis l)nai « ftlrriis, 
EtBtiB innotEKtis. 
iaomen Ijatts cotonali, 
Ce fotmcnta icm patl 
IPto tatona glotis. 
$ro corona non matctnti 
$Ertet twliis bim totmenti, 
Ec mann bictotia. 
EiW fi« mots, natalis, 
Eiiii plena ttrminalis 
Dat bitx pcimociria. 
J£n ! a Jratrte Bei stantein 
3fsum, pto te bimicanttm, 
Stepljant, tonsibfta. 
Jtibi tiElos tCBcrati, 
TOli fflttlBtum tcbelati 
ffllama boct Ubeta. 
WlmuB Sanno spititu 
ftcnntat intuitu 
StepljanuB cirifstia. 
Vtiitm Bti Blotiam 
(BtcBcIt aJ bictotiain, 
Suspiiat aJ ptsmia. 
Sc commcnJat Salbatoti, 
^9to (luo Juice Jucit moti 
Sni) ipsis lapiSiliuB. 
Sanlus Bctbat omnium 
fcstcB laplsantium, 
Hapiiians in omniiuB. 
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In the skies thy witness liveth, 
Aud, in faith and truth, he giveth 

Fullest proof of inuooenca 
Crown^ is the name thou -wearest, 
And the tortures that thou bearest 

Give thy crown its radiance. 
For a crown of light, unfading, 
Meet the force of pain, invading— 

Victory shall remain with thea 
Death to thee becometh natal, 
For its final pang so fatal, 

Giveth endless life to thee. 
Sec, by Giod's right hand is standing 
Jesus, for thee help commanding — 

Stephen, see he aideth thee ; 
For thee, heavenly gates unsealing, 
For thee, Christ the Lord revealing- 
Cry unto him earneetly. 
Stephen is to heaven gazing. 
On the heavenly scenes amazing — 

Holy Ghost sustaining him ; 
God's fuU glory to him showing. 
While to victory he is going — 

Love and hope constraining him. 
To the Lord his soul commending. 
Sweet he finds the death impending. 

While the stones are bruising him ; 
And young Saul, the garments holding 
Of those stoning, is upholding, 

And, himself, is using them. 



,1 Google 



DE S. STEPH^NO. 

Jie ptccatum statuatut 
Igls, a quibus lapinatur 
(Scnii ))onlt d prccatut, 
etontroleiis insanfe— 
3n fflijtisto sic otJiotmibit, 
@ui ffiljristo sic otesibit, 
Et turn fflfjtisto sempec blbit, 
JMattjcum primitte. 
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ST. STEFSEK 

"Lord forgive them," hear him saying, 
For the men who him are slaying, 
On hia bended knee now praying — 

Praying God to pardon them 
Thus, in Christ, the martyr sleeping, 
To him thus obedience keeping, 
In him liveth without weeping — 
First fruits these of martyrdom. 
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DIES IR. 



" Of all the Latin hymns of the Church, this has the 
widest fame. The gnmd use which Goethe has made 
of It in his Fausl may have helped to bring it to the 
knowledge of some who would not otherwise have known 
It, or, if they had, would not have believed its worth, if 
the sage and seer of this world, a prophet of their own, 
had not thus set his seal of recognition upon it! To 
another illustrious man this hymn was eminently dear. 
How affecting is that incident recorded of Sir Walter 
Scott by his biographer, how, in those last days of his, 
when all of his great mind had failed, or was failing, he 
was yet heard to murmur, to himself some lines of this 
hymn, an especial favorite with him in other days. Nor 
is It hard to account for its wide and general popularity. 
The mefre, so grandly devised, of which I remember no 
other example, fitted though it has here shown itself for 
bringing out some of the noblest powers of the Latin 
language ; the solemn effort of the tr pie rhy ne wl ch 
has been likened to blow following bio v of tl e ham ner 
on the anvil ; the confidence of the poet tl e u ver. 
sal interest of his theme, a confidence h h ha^ n ade 
him set out hia matter with so majestc a 1 a 3 od 
a plainness as at once to be intelligible to all— these 
merits, with many more, have given the Dies Ine a fore- 
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n 1st pUce among the master piecei of iicred bont; — 

Its gre^t power its universil sjmpathy with e^erj 
man h in its ibbolute stlfishncs? — not in a bad se ise 
111 the higliest and purest and best sense — and in the 
sincerity and earnestness of its simple and 1 atural lau 
gaage It b the language ot one man in relation to 
himself alone in view of the awful realities of that ulti 
mate responsibility which all nght minded men so often 
feel and which all men the most hiriened even some 
times feel with great sclemnitj Ihe conflagntion the 
judge the trnmpet, the booK the while scone are men 
tioned onl} to give force to the excKmation Quid sum, 
m ser! tunc dictwrus* What can I then bay ( And 
e\ ery coniossion and every praj ens foi individual self, and 
is a renunciation ot all hope, except through the free grace 
of Christ The last stanza is omitted in some copies. 
Trench omits it, as do some others. If it be translated, 
as It sometimes is, as a prayer for the salvation of all 
manimd at the last day, then it certainly is not in har- 
mony n ith the rest of the hymn, and ought to be omitted. 
On the other hand, if it be translated as it is here, and 
has been by some others, and as it clearly should be, 
rendenng the last line " Spare me," then the last stanza, 
instead of being feeble and inconsequent, becomes a bar- 
monioutj and proper close of a hymn with such a beginning. 

It is usually ascribed to Thomas of Celano, an Italian 
raont of the thirteenth century ; but I think, with Trench, 
that there is no certainty — I should say but little proba- 
bility — that the authorship belongs to him. 
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Sieg im, iits ilU! 
Soltict ssclum in fabilla, 
Ctste IBatiiJr turn SsWlla. 
©uaiituB trtmot Kt futucus, 
©uanlo Suiiei est liEntutua, 
ffluncta stcictE iiscusButus. 
Huta mitum Bfacgtns Bonum 
^Et sepulcta regioiium, 
(ffogtt omntB ante tijtonum. 
Mots Btuprtit, Et natuta, 
ffiuum WBUtgrt ctEatuia, 
SuDicami rtBjouButa. 
aitet sctlptua ptofttttut, 
3n (luo totum confinttut, 
ranliE munJrua iuWcefut. 
3uln ctgo cum artrtit, 
ffluftiiuii latEt, appatrtit ; 
Jlil inultum ttmanetit. 
ffiulir Bum, misct! tunc WcturuB 
ffiutm patronum togatutuB, 

©MUm VlX iUBtUB Bit BfCUrUB ? 
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THE DAT OP "WRATH. 



Day of threatened wrath from heaven, 
To the sinful, unfoi^ven I 
Earth on fire, to ashes driven 1 
Oh, the guilty, how affrighted I 
That each wrong shall then be righted, 
And with blazing truth be lighted I 
Loud the trumpet will be blowing, 
All on earth the sound be knowing, 
And to answer will be going. 
Death amazed will then be quaking — 
As the dead of ages waking. 
Shall their fearful doom be taking. 
From the Book then opened newly, 
Every sinful deed must, duly, 
Then be heard and answered truly. 
God, the Judge, will then be dealing, 
"With each hidden thought and feeling, 
And the last award be sealing. 
What shall wretched I be saying ? 
To what Friend for help be praying? 
Fear the righteous then dismaying ! 
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Kex ttmeirtit maitsmth, 
®u salliantroji salbas gtatis, 
Salba mc, (ons pictatis ! 
Uctotliatc, Jtsu jic, 
©uos sum causa tufE Mse; 
iacmepcrtas ilia Jit! 
©UTOTOB me, srtisti lassus, 
iSrtEiiiisti, nutem passus: 
Cantus lat)(it non sit cassus 
Justt 3u»a ultioiils, 
JDonum (at rcmiSBionis 
ante Jriem tationls. 
anscmisco tanciuam reus, 
Culpa rutiet tiultus mtus ; 
Suppliranti patre, Btus ! 
©ui i«arlam atsolbistl, 
Et latconem raaujisti, 
WHji nuociUE SBtm Sejristi. 
'^ttns mm wait sunl Signof, 
Srt Eu tonus (at tcnigne 
jicpcwnnicranct IgiiE! 
3nttt obes locum jrasta, 
JEt at i)£E!ris mc scciucstta, 
Stafucns in pactc »c«ta. 
fflontutatis malcDittis, 
jFlammis accttus aSiiitiis, 
"Woca mc cum tcnciiictis! 
©to supplci tt attlints, 
Hot tonttitum quasi tinis, 
®ctt cuiam mti Snis. 
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King of Kiugg, all powers enthi-alHng, 
Without price Thy chosen calling, 
Pity, save my soul from falling ! 
Jesus, cradled in a manger — 
For my sake on earth a stranger — 
Save me in that day of danger ! 
For me weaiy, all things needing — 
On the cross in anguish bleeding- 
Do not lose such toil and pleading I 
God the righteons, never sleeping ! 
Oh ! forgive a sinner weeping ! 
While Thy love is mercy keeping I 
Lost without Thy blood atoning — 
Blushes mingling with my groaning — 
Spare my sou] in sorrow moaning ! 
Sinful Mary Thou forgavest, 
And the dying thief Thou savedst, 
Ground of hope to me Thou gavest 
Prayers unworthy to Thee sending, 
Be Thy goodness still befriending ; 
Save me from the lire unending ! 
With Thy chosen flock forever. 
When the sheep and, goats shall sever 
On Thy right hand keep me ever 1 
When, in fire, the cura^ gather, 
Let me hear Thee saying, rather, 
" Come, thou blessed of my Father I" 
Trasting to Thy goodness wholly — 
Crushed in heart, and bending lowly — 
Save at last, Thou Just and Holy ! 
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laccsmosa iics ilia ! 
(Sua lesutsct ex (abilla, 
Sutitanliug i)omo ttus ; 
)^uic ccp paicc, Beue ! 
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Ill that day when, weeping, quaking, 
Man shall rise, from dust awaking, 
In thine arms, Jesus I bear me — 
From Thy curses, God, oh I spare me ! 
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THE DAY OF "WRATH. 



Day of wrath I that final day, 
Shall the world in ashes lay I 
David and the Sibyl say. 
Oh 1 what trembling there shall be, 
When the coming Judge we see, 
All to try impartially 1 
When the trumpet's awful sound 
Bursts the graves beneath the ground. 
Calling all the throne around 
Death amazed, a^id Nature, too, 
See the dead arise to view, 
To their just and final dua 
There the record will be shown. 
In which everything is known, 
Whence to judge the world alona 
When the Judge is seated, then 
Shall each sin appear again — 
Not unpunished one remain. 
Wretched me ! what shall I say? 
Who will plead for me that day, 
When the just themselves must pray 7 
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King of Majesty divine! 
Freely saving who are Thine, 
Save me, Fount of Love divine ! 
Blessed Jesus 1 think, I pray, 
For me was Thy weary way — 
Do not lose me in that day ! 
Sought by Thee in toil and pain, 
By Thy cro^ redeemed again, 
Let Thy sufferings not be vain ! 
Judge 1 Thy vengeance, oh ! delay ; 
Grant me pardon, here I pray, 
Kow, hefore that reckoning day. 
Humbly I my sorrow speak, 
Blushes bum my guilty cheek, 
Spare me, Qod, while thus I seek ; 
Mary, Thy free grace forgave, 
Grace the dying thief did save, 
Hope of grace to me iigav& 
All unworthy is my prayer, 
But thy goodness still declare ; 
Let me not. in flames despair I 
When Thy sheep, by Thy command, 
From the goats divided stand. 
Place me then on Thy right hand. 
When the curaM in their shame 
Writhe in everlasting flame, 
With the blessed call my name. 
Bowed and lowly, hear my cry [ 
See my heart in ashes lie I 
Oh ! protect me when I die ! 
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On that final day of teare, 
When before Thy bar appears 
Man, from ashes risen again, 
Spare mo, God, oh ! spare me then I 



THE DAY OF WRATH. 



Day of wrath, with vengeance glowing, 
Seor and Sybil long foreknowing I 
Earth and time to ruin going ! 
How the guilty world will tremble 
When the Judge shall all assemble, 
And not one will dare dissemble 1 
When the trumpet's summons, swelling 
Tlirough Death's dark and dusty dwelling. 
To the throne is all compelling ! 
Death with fear will then be quailing, 
As the dead of ages, wailing. 
Rise to judgment, without failing. 
Then the book of God's own writing — 
T]-nth alone the pages lighting — 
\Vill be guilty souls indicting, 
Every secret thought and feeling. 
To the Judge at once revealing, 
None excusing, none concealing. 
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How shall wretclied I be pleading? 
Through what patron interceding, 
When the just are mercy needing? 
King, all majesty expressing, 
By free grace. Thy saved possessing. 
Save me, Fount of heavenly blessing ! 
Jeans, think what woes thou tasted, 
While for me to death thou hasted ; 
Let them not at last be wasted. 
Thou didst seek me, sad and sighing, 
God forsaken in Thy dying ! 
Be not fruitless all Thy trying. 
Eigbteous Judge, thy wrath delaying, 
Pardon me while I am praying 1 
While the day of grace is staying. 
Groaning, guilty, hear me speaking ! 
Blushes, sin and shame bespeaking ; 
Spare me, Lord, thy pardon seeking. 
Sinful Mary was forgwen, 
Thou didst call the thief to heaven, 
Hope to me was also given. 
Worthless are the prayers I'm raising ; 
Save me by Thy grace, amazing, 
From the lire for ever blazing I 
From the goats, Lord, divide me ! 
And among Thy sheep, beside Thee, 
On Thy right, my place provide me. 
When the cursed, downward driven, 
To eternal flames are given. 
Call me with the blest to heaven. 
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DIES IRM 

Listen, Lord, to my petition — 
Crushed in heart, in deep contrition- 
Save, oil I save me, from perditioa 
On that day of bitter weeping. 
When from dust and mortal sleeping, 
Man is called to final hearing. 
Spare me, God, on my appearing 1 
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THOMAS A KEMPIS. 



Thomas a Eempia— Thomas Hamerken of Campeji or 
Kempen— ivas bom at Eempen in the Province of Ovor 
Tssel in Holland in 13S0. He was educated at the 
University of Deventer, the Capita! of the province, and 
afterwards entered among members of the Monastery of 
Mount St. Agnes, of the Order of St. Augustin. Ho 
there displayed great piety, patience and self-denial. He 
joined the Order of the Brothers of the Common Life, ' 
which was flrst established at Deventer, by Gerhard, the 
great^ who was a native of Over Tssel. The members 
of that order had no monastic vows and devoted their 
lives to preaching and to teaching letters and religion to 
the young, supporting themselves by their industry, 
which they applied, principally, to copying books. He 
died in 1471, in the 91st year of his age. 

"Wherever the Gospel is preached, the influence of this 
devout man is folt. The " Imitation of Christ," which is 
now generally attributed to him, next after the Bible has 
been more frequently printed and more widely read, than 
any other reli^ous book. It has been translated into 
every Christian language, and has been the welcome com- 
panion of devout Christians of every denomination. It is 
said that a traveling monk found an Arabic copy of it 
in the library of a king of Morocco, which his Moorish 
majesty prized beyond all his other hooka. 

The following is considered the best of his poems. 
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DE GAUDIIS CCELESTIBUS. 



astant anselotum cijotl, 

JLauUcs cantant ffiteatotl, 

ISEBtm ctmunt In Uttsm, 

amant cotSc, lautrant ott. 

ffiDinpanitant, titijatiiant, 

Uolaiit alls, slant in scalfe, 

Sonant nolis, fulgent stoliB. 

Cotam Summa Etinitatt, 

Clamant Santtua, ganous, ganctus ! 

jfuait iiolot, CEBsat planctuB 
Jn supttna clliitat?. 
(KoncotB boi est omnium, 
39eum tollanlrcntium. 
,jf trtet amor mtntium 
(Slate contuentium, 
ffltatam iltinitatem in una Beitate, 
©uam atioiant Serapijim 
jFetbenti in amort, 
■pcnecantur ffljituiiim 
ingenti srat ijonarc— 
iWitantur nirnis Cttoni tic tanta maiCB= 
tatt. 
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THE JOYS OF HEAVEN. 



Angel choira on high are singing, 
To the Lord their praises bringing, 
yielding him in royal beauty- 
Heart and voice, in love and duty ; 
Waving wings the throne surrounding, 
Timbrela, harps, and bells are sounding, 
See their heavenly vestments glisten. 
To their heavenly music listen ; 
Hear them, by the Godhead staying, 
Holy, holy, holy, saying. 

None that grievetl^ or complaineth, 
In that heavenly land remaineth — 
Eveiy voice, in concord joining 
Holy praise to God combining. 
Holy love their minds diaposeth, 
Heavenly light to all discloseth 
Blessed Three in God united — 
Seraphs worshipping delighted, 
Sweet affection overflowing — 
Cherubim their rev'rence showing. 
Bowing low, their pinions folding — 
God's majestic throne beholding. 
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I?4 ^^ G^UDIIS CIELESTIBUS. 

©)j ([uara (iteclata tegio ! 
iBt nmm Bttota Itgio 
JEi anatllB ct Ijominliras ! 
®1j glaclosa cibitas, 
Jn qua Bunima ttantiuillltas, 
a,M tt ))ai in cunctis finittis ! 
(EilifS Juiiis cWtatiB 
Vesu nittnt tastitatis, 
a.fgtm tenent catltatis, 
jFitmiim (lactum iinitatls. 
Jion laiatant, nil ijnotanf. 
jfton ttntannit, ntc btiantut, 
semper sani, scmptt teti, 
(Suiiclis toniii »unt cefleti. 
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THE JO YS OF UEA VEN. 

Oh I wliat fair and ieavenly region ! 
Oh ! what bright and glorious legion, 
Saints and angels, all excelling ! 
In that glorious city dwelling, 
Which in rest divine reposeth, 
And sweet light and peace discloseth I 
Every one who there resideth, 
Clad in purity abideth, 
Charity their spirits joining — 
Firm in unity combining — ■ 
Toil nor ign'rance undergoing — 
Trouble nor temptation knowing: 
Always health and joy undying, 
To them every good supplying. 
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THE DAY OP DEATH. 

■DAMIANI. 

St. Peter Damiaki v/aa an illustrious Doctor of the 
Catholic Church in the eleventh century. He was born 
at Eavenna, about the year 1006, and he died at Faenza, 
in 1072. He is said to have been a swine-herd in his 
youth, and to have been taken from that humble employ- 
ment by his brother, who was Archdeacon of Ravenna, 
and educated under his care. On the completion of his 
studies he quit the world and entered the Hermitage of 
Font-Avellana, and in 1061 was made Abbot of it. He 
was so much impressed with the crimes and vices of the 
age in which he lived, many of which had entered tie 
Church, that he devoted hia energies to their reformation, 
especially so far as the clei^ were concerned, and witli 
the greatest zeal cooperated with the popes of his time, 
Gregory VI., Clement II., Leo IX., Victor II., and 
Stephen IX,, in their efforts to reform the Church. 
Stephen created him Cardinal Bishop of Ostia. The 
ostentation of that oiBce, however, ill-befitted his love 
of sohtude and devotion, and he resigned hi'^ hat and 
returned to the Hermitage as a simple monk, ten years 
before he died. He was several tiiuts called out of it. 
to perform missions of great importance, but in the midst 
of courts, as well as In the Hermitage, he lived in pov- 
erty and austerity. 
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THE DA Y OF BEA TS. 



D D 
I Uk 



1 ted 
d ta 



P IfehhJ fhyy E p 

h h I have inserted here for its stukmg contrast with 
the De Die Mortis, and for its beauty as well. It is found 
in some modern collections of mediseval hymns, without 
the name, so far as I know, of even a supposed author, 
and it seems to lack the marks as well as the unction 
of medieval song — hardly hinting at religion. With the 
exception of one or two stanzas, it might, so far as 
Christianity is concerned, have been written hy Epicurus. 
Trench sajs of it: "I know no fitter place to append 
a poem which can claim no room in the body of this 
oollectioB, being almost without any distinctly Christian 
element whaifever, and little more than a mere worldly, 
lamentation at leaving a world which he knows he has 
abused, yet would willingly, if he might, continue still 
longer to abuse. But even from that, something may be 
learned, and there is a force and originality about the 
composition which make me willing to insert it here, 
especially as it is very far from common. I would gladly 
know something more about it." The title found in the 
books is retamed here, although I once caused it to be 
published under the title of The Dying Voluptuary. 
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DE DIE MORTIS. 



(Btabi me tttroti; pnlsas, bits ties ub 

tiiita; 
Motttt cot, Bolbiintut tents, tesa lies 

imrnt bisteca, 
Cuam specicm Irum slbi mens Trepinjit 

antla. 
ffiuis cnim pabenSum illnlr eipUtet 

spettacHlum, 
©uum, Iilmenso bine tutsu, catnis «5ta 

ntiHjua 
aniraa luttalut solbi, ptopiniinans at) 

eiiwm? . 

^letit sensus, llnBna tijet, tesolbunfut 

ociili, 
^Ptttus iialpitat, aniitlat taucum juttiit 

Iwminis, 
Siupent memtta, palltnt oca, Decot abit 

cocpotiB. 
53tafsto sunt et cosilatus, bttta, cuts 

sus, opeca, 
Et ftse oculis nolentis glometantuc 

omnia : 
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THE DAY OF DEATH. 



With terror thou dost strike me now, life's fear- 
ful dying day — 

My heart ia sad, my loins are weak, my spirit faints 
away, 

While to my saddened soul, thy sight my aLxious 
thoughts display. 
Who can that dreadful sight describe, or without 
trembling see, 

When from the ended course of life, the weary soul 
would flee, 

And, sick of all the bonds of flesh, it struggles to 
be free? 
The senses fail, the tongue is stiff, the eyes uncer- 
tain stray — 

The panting breath and gasping throat, the coming 
end betray — 

From palsied limbs and pallid lips all charm has 
fled away. 
Now spring at once to view, past thoughts and 
words and deeds and life — 

Before unwilling eyes they come, all crowding 
fresh and rife. 
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J ^O ^^ ^^^ MORTIS. 

3U11C ttirtat, tjuc at braat, coram bltEt 

(Josita. 
Eircjutt ipsa reura ainum mor»ai ton= 

^sCientia, 
^lorat ayta conigcnti treSuiisae terns 

jota; 
ipitiia iMctii caret (rtictu sera piEnitcn= 

tia. 
jFalsa tunc JulceSo catnis In amacurn 

bertitur, 
(Suanto trebcin boluptatem pcriies ftena 

scquitur ; 
Jam nuo» magnum cre»ef)atur nil tuisse 

cernitur. 
©uajso, ffltristc, rei intiictc, tu snccurrc 

miscto, 
Snf) citrcma mortis dora ctim jussns 

atlcro, 
ifmllum In me jirs tjranno prtrtcatnr 

imylo. 
fflaUat (iclnceps tenrtrarum, catrat pars 

tartarea ; 
^Pastor, obem jam rcircmptam tunc rctruc 

aJp patrlam, 
rati te liltenDi causa pertruar In seet- 

ula. 
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THE DA Y OF DEATH. j - j 

And Stand revealed before the mind, that shrinka 
with timid stnfe. 
And biting conscience tortures now the trem- 
hUng, guilty, breast, 

And weeps the loss of perished hours, that might 
have given rest — 

Too late repentance, full of grief, no proper fruit 
has blessed. 
Of the false sweetness of the flesh, what bitter- 
ness remains. 

When the brief pleasure of this life, is turned to 
endless pains. 

And all life's idols here below, the dying hour dis- 
daina 
I pray Thee, Jesus, grant me, then. Thine own 
almighty aid, 

When I shall enter at the last, in death's dark ' 
valley shade — t 

Let not the tyrant foe, I pray, my trembling soul 
invada 
1 from the Prince of Darkness, then, and hell's 
dark prison save ! 

And take me ransomed to Thy home, Good Shep- 
herd, now I crave, 

Where I may live in endless life, with Thee be- 
yond the grava 
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CYGNUS EXSPIRANS. 



^artntrum eat, crttninim est, 
ffllatiJtiiira Um scena ; 
Est jacta sots, mt bocat mots, 
J^itc iota 8Bt posttema : 
Ualnc tes, balctt spts ; 
git finit cantilena. 

ffi raajna litre, sol, ntunW Siii, 
Est concitrenlrttm (atis ; 
But lintam iclipticam, 
jHHjl luxisti satis : 
fiox Incutat ; fai occitrlt ; 
Jam jjottnm sniilt tatls. 

Cn (Ssntljia atgtntea, 
tTos, auttl planets, 
fflum Btellulls, ocellulis, 
jftejotHus lucete ; 
*atalla, letalia 
^i nunclant comette. 

Cet centies, tet mlllies 
Uale, immunJre munte ! 
SnstaMlls et laillls, 
Uale, ottlstotun*e! 
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THE DYING SWAN". 



I must obey, I may not stay, 
The scene of life is ending. 
The lot is cast, Death calls at last, 
My final hour's impending. 
Farewell estate and hopes elate — 
All like a song are ending. 

Thou glorious sun, my day is done, 
But thou, thy journey keeping. 
Go on thy way, great king of day — 
I must in death be sleeping. 
Night's pall is spread, the light is fled, 
My bark to port is sweeping. 

Thou moon serene with silver sheen, 
Ye planets golden seeming, 
And little eyes that star the skies, 
For my descendants beaming. 
The Fates' decree of death to me, 
Is told by comets streaming. 

Three hundred times, three thousand t 
Farewell, thou world defiling. 
Unsteady thou and slippery now, 
Farewell, with all thy smiling. 
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CrCNUi EXSPIR^NS. 

jBtniiatiis, fallaciiB, 
Eusisli ttit afjunlre. 

JLuccntia, (ulgtntia 
(SemmlB balttc ttcta, 
Seu tnarmote, em rtotc 
Supca nutts tttcta. 
as patliulura mc lotalum 
JBots utjrt t(i«is becta. 

JLuccette, c|ufc specie 
®5psata me ceplstls, 
Smasines, boiagines ! 
ffiaat mentcm sortuistis, 
3Sn oculos, lieu! scapulae, 
JEMlnguit umtta tristis. 

Eripuiia, iiilirtia, 
JEt fcscennini rljoci, 
ffiuiescitt, raucesclte ; 
MtfEco iiibini (pti, 
iteotis, intonat et inaonat 
J^unc Ussum ; Mtits moti. 

Selicte, lautitis 
jMcuBarum cum culina ; 
(ifellaria, lellaria, 
Et cotonata bina, 
Vos nausea, lUm Ijautio 
©uem scspjum mots ptopinat. 

jFacesslte, puttcscite, 
©Dotes, bestimema ; 
)Sigescite, belicix. 
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THE DTING SWAH. 

With falsehoods sweet and artful cljeat 
No longer me beguiling. 

Ye castles bright, with gems bedight, 
li'arewell I in air erected, 
With marble walls or ivory halls, 
In Fancy's skies reflected. 
I seek my bed among the dead, 
By Death's pale steeds directed. 

Ye beauties rare, whose charms so fair, 
My captive sense delighted; 
Delirious dream of love supreme 
That all my mind excited. 
Your siren eyes, where danger hes. 
Are now in death benighted. 

Ye dances vain and sports profane, 
In wanton chorus singing. 
Be still I pray, your orgies stay, 

God's summons now is mnging — 

His crier, Death, with startling breath 

My mortal sentence bringing. 
Delights of life with luxury rife. 

The table's social pleasure ; 

The dainty meats, the honeyed sweets. 

And wine-cup's crowned treasure. 

I loathe you all, while Deatli doth call 

To pledge his brimming measure. 
Haste ye away, fe.de and decay. 

Ye rich perfumes and dresses ; 

Be cold and stale, ye pleasures frail, 
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Ij6 CTGNUS EXSFIRANS. 

MiiJrmum (omeiifa ! 
Jartormium me litcinium 
iSantnt oprcimenta. 

© culmina, Jeu! fulmina, 
Iftotuin fugai ijonotum, 
Earn sutlto irum suteo 
lEtfinitatis tromum. 
MiJrituli BUnt tltuU ; 
JFotis tt agunt momum. 

amissimi, catisslmi 
amfci w soJalCB, 
fficu ! insoltns tt imjuSfna 
iHors intmuifiat salts. 
Sat lUBltus iiiirulsimuB : 
JEittcmum Jito bait ! 

Hu iitnfauE, corpus, bale, 
JCc, te citawt forum ; 
Ke consclum, ^ sociuin 
IBolorum et gaubiorum ! 
SEqualis nos cipectai sors— 
ISonorum bcl raalocum. 
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TEE DYmO SWAN. ,. 

Provoking love's caresses. 

Foul worms shall dress, in loathsomene^;^, 

The grave my body presses. 

On glory's height, what bolts may light I 
I leave these honors fleeting; 
As hence I go, my fete to know, 
Eternity now meeting. 
Title and fame and noble name, 
How worthless and how cheating! 

Ye chosen few, my comrades true, 
Dear friends my pleasure sharing; 
Insulting Death stops every breath, 
No wit or wisdom sparing : 
And here to-day I leave our play, 
My last farewell declaring. 

Body, farewell ! thy fate I tell. 
This final summons hearing; 
Thou too hast known anAcalled thine owii, 
My grieis and joys endearing. 
Body and mind, in life combined, 
One goal are always nearing. 
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PRUDENTIUS. 



AiTRBLius Clemens Prqdbntius was a native of 
Spa b n the ■yea 48 H vas bred a laivyer, and 
1 tho g h s J o th a& sti ed v th fo 1 es and vices 
upo h c\ ater 1 fe 1 e looked hack w th shame and 
d gust, and his professional career as lesi characterized 
by a lo e of just ce than an unsc upalo s strife for 
success he fil ed many h gh c vil and m 1 1. ry stations 
u ier the Emperors Theodos & a d h s sons Arcadius 
and Hon r uf nclud ng em nent jud c il positions, in 
1 1 he 'ia s 



He finally withdrew from the honors and employments 
of the world, to the quiet of a religious and literary life. 
He wrote many poems of great but unequal merit, all of 
them exhibiting the characteristic culture of a man of the 
world, whose philosophic mind, trained in the schools and 
versed in the sharpening activities of earnest professional 
and public life, had voluntarily left those profane honors 
and enjoyments for the purer tastes and higher pleasures 
of humility and devotion. His Catliemerinon is consid- 
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FRUDENTIUS. 



^39 



ered the beat of his works. It consists of a collectiou of 
poems appropriate tothe duties of daily life, "Hymni 
omnibus diurnts actionibus eonvenientes." His funeral 
hymn, Hymmts in Exequiis Defunctoram ia the tenth of 
these, and is by common consent the best of all his 
hymns. It is a noble poem on Death, the Grave, and the 
Eesurrection, consisting of forty-three stanzas, portions 
of which, sometimes more and sometimes less, selected 
variously, have been published in collections, Protestant 
as well as Catholic. I have not seen anywhere, except 
in Trench, the concluding poi'tion of the hymn separated 
from all the rest In the following hymn I have taken 
the same concluding stanzas, considering them to have, 
besides their individual beauty, a collective unity and 
beauty which have not always been found in the other 
selections, and which commend them, especially, to quiet, 
religious contemplation. 

The time of the death of Prudentius, as well as the 
place of bis birth, are unknowa 
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IN EXEQUIIS DEFUNCTORUM. 



Jam mocsta quiescc pcteta, 
aarijtjmas stiBpEiiiitt, mattes, 
iHulIue eua pigitota plangat, 
mois ijacc ttpavatlo dits Est. 

Sic scmina sicca liitcscuitt, 
Jam moctua iamqnc scpulta, 
©us tcitiiita csspifc at Imo 
Vtntes mciiitaittut atlstas. 

Jlunc suscipe, tccca, totieirtum, 
iStcmioque ijunc concipc molH, 
JgomlniB titi iiicmlia sciiuestco, 
(Scnnosa ct ftasmirta ctclro. 

animof tuit fjacc Jromua olim, 
jFactotiB at ot*ctcats, 
jFccbniB IjaMtatit in istis 
Sapientia ptincipe OTjtisto. 

Eu trtpositum tcjc corpus, 
Jlou immemoc illc «(iuitct 
Sua muncta fictot ct auctoc, 
$C(iptiii|uc xnigmata bultus. 

"Ucnlant molo terapota justa, 
(Sum spem Bcus implcat omncm, 
JScMas patrtacta ntcessc est, 
©ualcm tiii ttairo figut;ara. 
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A FUNERAL HYMN. 



Be still the voice of sorrow here — 
Ye mothers, dry your weeping eyes — 
Let no one mourn his children dear — 
From death a better life shall riaa 

Dry seeds begin to hve anew, 
When dead and buried in the gi'ound — ■ 
And from the earth restored to view, 
In living blades again are found. 

This body take to cherish, Earth, 
As to thy gentle bosom's dust. 
These limbs, to which thou gavest birth, 
These noble relics we entrust 

I'or here once dwelt a living soul, 
Created by the breath uivine — 
And wisdom, Jesus did control. 
These mortal relies did enshrina 

Protect thou, Earth, the body, then, 
Within the grave in silence laid, 
For G-od will call to Him again, 
What was in His own image made. 

The time shall surely come once more, 
When hope shall see these relics live — 
When thou must open and restore 
The form which now to thee we give. 
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